Whole Contention 


berweene the rwo Famous - 


Houſes, Lawcasrs rand 
3 Yorks, 


With the Tragicall ends of the good Duke 
Humfrey, Richard Duke of Yorke, 
| «nd King Henrie the 
frxe. 
Diuided into two Parts : And newly corredted and 
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The firſt part of the Conten- 


tion of the two Famous Houſes of Yorke 


and Lancaſter, with the death of 
the good Duke Humfrey. 


Enter at one doore, King Henry the ſixt, and Humfrey Dukg of Gloce=. 
fter, the Duke of Somerſet, the Duke of Buckingham, Cardinal 
Bewford, and others. | | 


Enter at the other doore, the Duke of Yorke and the Marques of Suf- 
-folke, and Queen Margaret, and the Earle of Saligbury and IF ar- 


% 


Suffolke. 


I To marry Princes Mergaret for your Grace 
So in the ancient famous Citry Towers, 
In preſence of the Kings of France and Cyſſile, 
Fhe Dukes of Orleance, Calabar, Britaine, and Alonſon, 
Seuen Earles, twelue Barons, and twenty reuerend Byſhops, 
I did performe my taske, and was eſpouſd, 
And now, moſt humbly on my bended knees, 
In fight of England and her royall Pceres, 
Deliuer vp my title in the Queene 
Vnto your gracious Excellence, that are the ſubſtance 
Of that great ſhadow I did repreſent : 
The happieſt gift that ever Marqueſſe pane, 
The faireſt Queene thateuer King poſleſt. 
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The 
King, Suffolkg ariſe, 

Welcome Qyecne Megan yo ih 

The greateſt ſhew of kindneſſe we: 

Is this kinde kifſe: O gracious 

Lend me a heart repleate with {m6 

For in this beauteous face chou haſt beſtowd 

A world of pleaſures: ro wy perp ule. | 
Dneene, Thiexceſſiveloue | beare vato your Grace, | 

Forbids me to be lauiſh of my tongue, | 

Leaſt I ſhould ſpeake mote then beſcemes a woman : 

Let this ſuffice, my bliſle is in you: kkiog, 


And nothing can niakepoore _— miſerable, 
Vnlefſe the frowne of key Englands king, 


. Her tookes did wound bur now her ſpoech doth pierce 
_— ueene Margaret fit downe by my fide : 
And Vnkle Gloſter, and you Lorldly Peeres, 
With piped 6 welcome my beloued Queene 

mma age , Eng $happineſe 
Qayene, VVethanke you ound trumpets 

Suffolke. My Lord ProteQor, ſo it pleaſe your | wn 
Heere are the Articles confirmd, of peace 
Betweene ourSoueraigrie and the French king Cherler, 
Till rerme of eighteene months befull 2a. 

Hu, / It is agreed i" AEY; BY French king (heres 
and Willem de ls Pole Marqueſſe of Suffolke, Embaflador for 
Henry king of England, that « ay Pe fuete ſhal wed & eſpouſe- 
the Lady Margaret, daughter ro Renard King of Naples,Cyſſels, 
and /eruſ«/erp, and crowne her Queene of Englaud, cre the thir.. 
ty day ofthenext month. 

Items, It is further agreed betweene them, that the Dutcheſſe 
of Anioy and of Maine, ſhall be releaſed and delivered over to 


the King her | 7 yu —_ 
ey lets-it fall, 


Few 4 Hownow vackle, whats hemanr 7 you ſtay ſo ſos, 
Hu. Pardon my Lenka ſodaine qualme.came ore my heace, 


A" ana cs 


/ of triethd edits,” 
My Lord of Yorke, Ipray do you reade on, 

Yorke. Item It is further agreed betweene them, that the Dut» - 
cheſſe of Anioy and of Mayne; hill bee releaſed and delivered o- 
uer to the King her father, and ſheſent ouer ofthe king of Eng- 
lands owne proper coſt and charges, without dowry... 

King, They pleaſe ys well, Lord Marqueſſe kneele downe : we 
heere create thee firſt Duke of Suffolke, and girt thee with the 
fword. Cohn of Yorke, wee heere diſcharge your Grace from 
being Regent in the parts of Fraxce, till terme of 1$,months be 
full expirde. 

Thankes vnckle Finchefter Gloſter Torke,and Fuckingham, So» 
merſet, Sali-bury, and Warwicke. | 
We thanke you for.all this great fauour done, 

In entertainment to my Princely Queene, 
Comelect vs 1n, and with all ſpeede prouide 
To ſec her Coronation be performd, 
Exit King, Qiteene; and Suffolke, & Duke Humphrey 
KEN Pages all the reft.. 
Hyum. Braue Peeres of England, pillers of the State, 
To you Duke Humphrey moſt ynfold his - at 
Whar did my brother Herry toile himſclfe, . 
And waſte his ſubie&sfor to-conquer France ? 
And did my brother Bedford ſpend his time, 
To keepe in awe thas ſtout vnruly-Realme? 
And haue not I and mine vnckle Bewford heere; 
Done all we could to keepe that land in peace ? 
Andis all our Jaboursthen ſpent quite in yaine ©. 7 
For Suffolke be;the new made Duke that rules the roaſt, 
Hath given away for our King Henries Queene, 
The Dutcheſle of Anioy and Mayne vnto her father. 
Ab Lords, fatallis this marriage, cancelling our ftares, 
Reverfing monuments of con France , 
Vndoing all, asnone hadnere beene done, © wy 
Card, Why how now cofin Gloſter, what needs this *-. 
As if our King were bound'vnto your will, 
And might not do his wilt withour your leaue, - 
Proud ProteRtor, cnuy.inchine eyes Il ſee, . 
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ear IE IN 


'Thebig ſwolne yenome 


1 prophefied France would be loſt erelong.. 


"The! 
Ta dues preſume p16 


iy canor y words ha woubles! you, 
Bur ar pence pro Prelare as thou are 
Bur i lobe gone, ng giuethee leaueto ſpeake., 
Farewell my Lords,and ſay when Lam gone, 


Exit Dake Humfrey. 
Card. There goes our ProteQori inarage. 

My Lords you kriow he is my __ enemy, 

And though he be ProteRor of che Land, 

And therdby couers his deceirfull thought %, 

For you well ſee, if he but walke the fireetes, 

The common people ſ{warme about him ſtraight, 

Crying Ieſus blefle your royall excellence, 

With God preſerve the good Duke Humfrey, 

And mauy things beſides that are not knowne, 

Which time will bring to light in ſmoorh duke Hwnfrey, 

But I will after him,and if1 can, 

Ile lay a plotto heaue him from his ſeate, , 


Exit Cardisall, 
Buck, But let vs watch this haughty Cardinall, | 
Cofin of Somerſet be rulde by me, 
Weele watch duke Humfrey and the Cardinall too, 
And put them from the marke they faine would hir, 
Somer. Thankes colin B 


And both of ys Mock 


Exit Buckingbaws and Saſs 
Sal. Pride went ya ao nnebonk | 
Whilſt theſe do ſeeke their owne preferments thus, . 

— Ou ler rafegk efor our Connrries arti if yal 4 eb 

me ume Lk is haughty.Cardinall nA 11 
renee forſweare hieaſelfe, and brave it OY 
More like a Rufhian then amanoftheChurch. . 


"Cilos 


« -», + 1k Tons a7 2.9 Bok 
Cofin Yorks, the viRtories thou haftwonne, 
In Irclard, Normandy, and in France, * © 
Hath wonne thee immortal} praiſe in'England. 
And thoubraue Werwicke, my thrice yaliant ſonne, 
Thy ſimple pon and thy bi hedfe-kreepltly, 
Hath won thee credit amongſtthe contender, 
The reuerence of mine age,and Newels name, 
Is of no little force if I command, 
Then ler vs ioyne all three in. one for this, 
That yoo duke Hwumfrey may his ſtate: "ſfeſſe, 
But wherefore weepes Warwicke my noble ſonne. 
War. For greefe that all is loſt that Farwicke won, 
Sonnes. Anioy and Maine, both giuen away at once, 
Why Warwick did win them, 8: muſt that then which we woane 
with our ſwords, be giuen away with words. . 
Yorks. As Thaue read, our Kings of England were wont to have 
large dowries with their wiues, ey our king Henry giues a- 
his owne, . -: 
Sall. Come ſonnes avreyiied looke vnto che maine. 
#ar, Vnto the Maine, Ohrfather Maine is loſt, 
Which #arwicke by maine force did vvinfrom France, 
Maine chance father yon meant, but Fmeant Maine, 
Which I'vvill yyin from France, or elſe beeſlaine. 
Exit Salisbrrry and V arwicke.. 
Yorke. Anioy and Maine, both giuen ynte the French, 
Cold neyves for me, for Thad hope of Fraxce, 
Euen as I hauc of fertile E = 
A day will come wheti Torke ſhall claime his owne, 
And therefore I will take the Newels parts, 
And make a ſhew of louc toproud duke Humfrey : 
And when | ſpy aduantage, claime the Crowne, 
For thats the gylden marke 1ecketo hit : 
Nor ſhall proud Zawoafter vſurpe myright,. 
Nor hold ha Scepter in his childiſh fi, 
Nor weare the diadem'yponhis head, 
Whoſe Church-like humorsfitsnor fora Crowne.: 
Then Yorke be Rill awhile -tillcime doe ſcrue, . 


Watch thou, and wake when others 
Topry into the ſecrers of theſtate, 

Till Henry ſarfetring inioyes of loue, | 

With his new Bride, and Englaads deere bought Queene, 
And Humfrey withthe Pecres befalne ar iarres, 

Then will I raiſe aloft the milke-white Roſe, 

Wirh whoſe ſweer ſmell the ayte ſhall be perfumde, 

And in my Standard beare the Armesof Yorke, 

' To grapple with the houſ@offaeneaiter: 
And force perforcegjile make;him yeelde che Crowne, 
Whoſe bookiſh rule bath Puld faire England downe, 


a Emter Duke Hamfiey ;awd Dame Elaver, 
\  Cobbambir wife, 
| Elvor, Why droopes my Lexdlike ouer-ripened Core 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load, X | ; 
Whart ſeeſt thou.Duke: Sugay Henries Crowne ? 
Reach at it, and if thine arme bee tooſhorr, 


Mine ſhall lengthen it. Art thounot aPrince e 
Vackle to the King? and his Protetor ? 


Then what ſhouldſt thou lacke that mighr content thy minde ?- 


Hum. My loucly Nell, fasre be ir from my hearr, 
Tothinke of treaſons gainſt my Soueraigne Lord, 
Bur I was troubled with a dreameto night, 

And God I pray, it do betide none ill, 


Elnor, Whas dreamt-my Lord ? Good Hunfrey tell it me, 
And ile interpret it : and whenthats done, - 
lerell Hes whart I did. dreameto night, 

Hem, This night when I was laid in bed, I dreamt 
That this-my ſtaffe, mine Officebadge in Court, 
Was broke intwaine, by whom I cannot —_ 1 
Bur as I thinke by the Cardinall. Whatir bodes 
God knowes; and on the ends were plac'd 
The heads of Edawyd Duke of Somerſer, 
And Filliers de {a Pale firſt Duke of Swffolkes -- 


Elner,Tuſh 


Ext Torke. 
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. onkt and Lewieeiter,. | 
Etnor. Y my Lord, this Ggaifies panghrbes this, 

That he that hreakes aſticke of Gloſters prone,” 
Shall for the offence make forfet-ofhis head, 
But now my Lordile tell you what I dreamt, - 
Methought I wes in the Cathedrall Church 
At Weſtminſter, and ſeatedin the chaire 
Where Kings and Queenes arecrown'd, and at my feete | 
Henry and aret with a Crowne of GoJd, 
Stood ready to fer igon my Princely head. © 

Fw, Fie Nell, Ambitious woman as thou art, 
Art thou not ſecond woman in+this land, 
And the ProteQort wife? belou'd of him # 
And wilt thou till be hammering treaſon thus? 
Away 1 ſay, and let me hrare no-more. 

Elnor. How now my Lord, what angry with your Neft 
For telling bur her dreame ? The next Chas 
Ile keepe it to my ſelfe,andnot. berated thus, 

Hum. Nay Nell,ile giueno credit to a dreame, 
Bur1 would hauethee to thioke on noſuch chings, 


Enter a Meſſenger 
Meſſ. And it pleaſe your Grace,the eflogand Queentomor- 
row morning will ride ahawking to $, Albones, & craues your 
company along with them, 
Hum. With all my beart; I will attend his Grace, 
Come Nell, thou wilt go with vs Lam ſure. 
Exit Humfrey. 


Elnoy, Jle-come after you, for I cannot go before, 
Aslong as Gloſter Rs his baſe and humble minde : 


Werela man, and ProteRor as he is, 
I'de reach ta'thCrowne,'or make ſome hop headleſle, 


And being but a woman, ile not behinde - 
For playing ofmy ary in ſpite of all char ſeck ro crofſe me thus: 


Who is within there? 


WY Emir for Johw Hue, 
| What Sir Phe Haw, whatnews with you ? 


Sir Ion. 
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- Your Graces fore 


+- 
* © 


The 
Sir Ibn. leſusp 
Elnor, , My 
Sir Tobs, 1, but b 


' Houſes, 


e 
id ws aduice, 
&l1be rot tots w 


Elnor, What, haft thou conferr/d'with ; ogery Teardais,zhe 
cunning witch of Rye, with Ro oger Bullenbrooky and rhe oo ? and 
will they vridertaketo do whe: he ? 
Sir ſob. I baue:Madam, awd wa wioepromjift ca me't0' raiſe 
a ſpirit from depth of vnder' mot thar ſhall rell your Grace 
all queſtions you demand; *'' PEP OY SY AnE gon 
Elnor, Thankes good fir Toby | 
Some two dayes hence geſſewill fir our _— 
Then ſee that they bohoere2 201) ori 09 Il.ft 
For now the King is riding t6 Saint Abdeg,)\ ( 
And alfthe Dukes and: Earles along mn"; OR ; 
When they be gone, thenſafely'mayrhey come," 
And on the backe fide oe yOtctnnk heere;! ' 
There caſt thei? Spelles in flence ofrhe ar $029 
And ſo reſolueysof the'rhingwe wiſtyy -- 
Till when, drinke that for ry ſake, and lo farewell. 
Exit Elanor, 
Str Tobin: Now fi oh Elunm, No words buy mim, . 
$elav jt gas lips; fory ournuſt filemtber' ill 21h 
Theſe gifts ere long vol make me mighty rich, 10) 
The Ducchaſſeſke thinkeshow'that all is well; 
But 1 haue Gold comes from another place, 
_ one that wyred meto ſertheron, 
Top theſetreaf ons/gainiſt r che Kitig and Pecres;': 
that is the mighty Duke of Suffolke. wy 
Fo heit is, burTI'muſt not ſay fo; + + i 
That by ir y eanes muſt worke the Durcheſſcfall, 
Who now by Coniurmions-thinkes toviſe,” > Inc 
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For feare you loſe your head before you. go. nin vs 51 Bas 
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Enter two Petitioners 


1, Petis, Come breloes! 


Vatill my Lord Bae come this way, 8: 
That we may ſhew his Grace our ſcucrall cauſes, 

2.Petit, 1 pray God ſauce: the Good Duke Humfrie life, 
For bur for him a many were vndone, '' | 
That cannot get no ſuccour in the Court, 
But ſce where he comes with the Queene. 


Enter the Duke of Suſfolke with the Queewe, and they Ws 


him for Duke Humfrey, ana gives 
bim their writings. 


1.Petit, Oh we are vndone, this is the Duke of Suffolke, 
neene,Now good-fellows,whom would you ſpeak withal? 
Fa 2, Petit. If1t pleaſe your Maieſtie, with my Lord ProteRors 
race. 
Qu, Are your ſuites to his Grace? Let ys ſcethem firſt, 
Looke on them my Lord of Suffolke, 

Suffolke, A Complaint againſt the Cardinals man. 
What hath he done# - + -:. 

2. Petit, Marry my Lord, he hath ſole away my wife, 

And th'are gone together, and I know not where to finde them, 

S»ff. Hath he note thy wife that's ſome 1 iniury indeede, 

Bur what ſay you?. . . 

Peter Thumpe, Marry fir I cometo tell you, that my Mayſter 
ſaide, that the Duke of Yorke was true heire rothe Crown,and 
that the King was an-yſurer, 

Queene, An vſurperthou wouldf ſay, 

Peter. I forſooth,an yſurper. .. | 

Queene. Didſ thou ſay the King was an vſurper? by 2/176” 

Peter, No forſootb; 1faide my maiſter faide fo, thiother day 
when wee were ſcomring; the Duke of Yorkes armour. in our 
Garret, | | 

Suf. I marry, thisis fomerhing = | 
Who's within _— wr | 

| Davies ore or two. I 
Sirra, take in this fellow, = keepe him cloſe, 
z 


-— 


— - 


"ay oo. _— I ——_ LURE erate > 


The contention Ws Line, 


And ſend out a Purſcuantfor his 
Weele heere more of chisthing before - 
Chant 5 Fen ak the more FO 
NowsSir, whar $ yours? Levmbferit, neem © 11! 131 34 
What's heere 2 | 
A complaint _ theDuke of OY for econ the 
_« commons of long Melford. 


Howhowſirknaveos\! 1th : 
I,Petit. 1 befeerh your Grace to pardon me, I am but aMeſ- 
ſenger for the whole pro" EY 
He teares the Papers. 
Suffolke, So now ſhew pou petrtions to Duke Humfrey. 
—_— you gone, and comenot neereche Court, 
peſacts write againſt me thus? 


Exit Petitioners. 
 2ucene, My Lord of Suffolke you may ſee by this, 

The Commons loues vntothar haughty Duke, _ 

Thar ſcekestohim morethen toKing Henry : 

Whoſeeyes are alwaies poring on his booke, 

And nere 9 ag the honorot his name, 

Bur fill oteged like a childe, 

And goucmed by key ambitious Dake, 

ou ſcarſe will mooue his cap to ſpeake to vs, 
On wite, high-minded Elavor,  - . 

wieyrEy &troope of Ladies, | 

As ſtrangers in the Court take her far Queene: 

She beares a Dukes whole reuennewes on her backe.. 

The other day ſhe vanted to her maides; - 

That the very traine of her worſt gowne, | 

Was wonthmore wealth then all farhers andes 

Cananygreefe efmindebelike'to 

I tell thee Pole, when thbu didſi run at Tite,. 

And ftolſtaway our Ladies hearisinfirance, 

[ thought King Henry had bene like tothee, 

Or elſe thou hadſt not brought me out of France: 


Swff. Madam, content your felfe 8 lintle while, 
As 1 was cauſe of your > 7" England, : / 


-— —— - << _— = _ <—_ "I 


So will Tin England worke your full content: - 
And as for proud Duke Hemfrey and his wife, 
] haue ſer lime- twigs that will emangle them, 
As that your Graceere long ſhall vnderftand, 
Bur (tay Madame, heere comes the King, 


Enter King Henrie, and the Duke of Yorke and the Duke of Sommer - 
ſet on both ſides of the King, whiſpering with him : Then entereth 
Duke Humphrey, Dame Elanor, the Duke of Buckingham, the 
Earle of Salubury, the Earle of Warwicks, andthe ( ardinall of 
Wincheſter, | 


| King, My Lords1 carenot who be Regent in France, or Yorke 
or Somerſet, all's one ro me. 

Yorke, My Lord, if Forke hane ill demean'd himſelfe, 
Ler Somerſet enioy his place,and go to Fraunce, 

Som, Then whom your grace thinkes worthy, ler him goe, 
And there be made the Regent ouer the French. | 

Warwicke. Whomfoeuer you account worthy, 
Tore is the worthieft, | 

Card. Peace Warwicks, giue thy betters leaue to ſpeake; 

#/ar. The Cardnal's not my better inthe fielde. . 

Buck, All in this place are thy betters farre. 

War. And Warwicke may live to be beſt of all, 
| __ My Lord in mine opinion, it were beft that Somerſer-: 
were Regent ouer France, 

Hwm, Madame, our King is olde enough himſelfe, 
To giue his anfwer without your cohſenr. 

#eene. If he be old enough; what needs your Grace - 

To be ProteRor ouer him ſo long... 

Hum, Madam, 1 am but ProteQor ore the Land, 
And when it pleafe his Grace, I will refigne my charge. . 

Suffolke, Refigne it then, for fince thou waſt a King... 
(As who is King but thee:) the common ſtate 
Doth as we ſee, all wholly go to wracke, 
And Millionsof _—_ > 

nd as for the RegetitHi ance, 

And, egentilp _ Dy 
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The co voy the two famoiss Houſes, 


ay 
worthy then Yorke. 

Yorke, Ile tell thee Swffolks why I amnot worthy, 
Becauſe I cannot flatter as thoucanſt, YE 

War. And yet the worthy deeds that Yorke hath done, 
Should make him worthy to be honoured heere, 

Suf. Peace head-ſtrong Warwecke. 

War. Image of pride, wherefore ſhould Ipeace? 

Suf, Becauſe heere is a man accuſde of Treaſon, 
Pray God the Duke of York do cleare himſclfe, 


Ho, bring hither the Armourer and his man, 


Enter the and bis man, 
If it pleaſe your Grace, this fellow bere, hath accuſed his maſter 
of high Treaſon, and his wordes weretheſe: That the Duke of 
Yorks was lawfull heire yoto the Crowne, and that your Grace 
was an yſurpere - 1;/ | 
Torks. I befeech your Grace let him haue what punniſhment 
the Law will affoord for his villany, a E, 
King. Come hither fellow,didſ thou ſpeake theſe words ? 
Arm. An't ſhall pleaſe your worſhip, I never ſaydeany ſuch 
— God is my witneſle, I am falſely accuſed by this villen 
cere, 
Peter. Tis no matter for that, you did ſay ſo. 
Yorke. 1 beſeech your Grace, let him have the Law. _ 
Armorer, Alas maſter, hang me if euer Iſpake the words, My 
accuſer is my prentice, and when 1 did corfeR hin for his fault 
che other day, he did vow ypon his knees that he wuuld be cuen 
with mee - I haue good witnefle of this, and therefore I beſcech 
your worſhip do not caft away an honeſt man for a villaines ac- 
cuſation, | | | 
King. Vncle Gloſter, what do youthinke of this e I 
Hum, The law wy-Lord is this by caſe, it reſts ſuſpitious, . - 


That a day of combate be appointe 
And there to try each others right or wrong, .__ .,.,. ._ 
With Zboyfunes and Sandbags, combatting, | _ -. ....... | 
n Smithfield, before your royall Maickly. | | Exit Hwnfre, 
eArmonr, And I accept thecombace willingly. -.', -- -- 256 


Peter 
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Torke and LancaFer, 
Peter, Alafſe my Lord, I am not able for to fight, 
Sf. You muſt either fight firra, or elſe be hang'd : 
Go take them hence againe to priſon, Exit with them... 


T he Dueene lets fall ber glowe, and bits the Dmtcheſſe of 
Cloſter, a & on the eare., 
Qzeene, Giue me my gloue., Why Minion canyou not ſee ? 
Shee ſtrihes her, 
I cry you mercy Madam, I did miſtake, . 
I did not thinke it had bene you, 
Elnor. Did you not proud French-woman # 
Could I comeneere your dainty viſage with my nayles, 
I'de ſet my ten command'ments in your face, 
King. Be patient gentle Auut, 
Ic was againſt her will. 
Ehor. Againſt her-will, Good = ſhee'll dandfe thee, 
If thou wilt alwayes thus be ruP'd by her, 
Burt letit reſt : as ſure as I doliue, 

She ſhall not ſtrike Dame Zhror vnreueng'd, 
| Exit Elnor, 
King. Beleeue me my loue, thou wert much too blame : 
_would not for athouſand pounds of Gold, 
My Noble Vackle had beene heerein place, 


Burt ſee where he comes : I am glad he mer hernot, 
Vnkle Gloſter, what anſwer makes your Grace, 
- Concerning our Regent for the Realme of France, - 
Whomthinkes your Graceis meeteſt for to fend, . 
Hum. My gracious Lord, then this is my reſolue, = 
For that theſe words the Armourer ſhould ſpeake, \ 
Dottbrecde ſuſpition on the part ofYorke, 
Let Somerſet be Regentore the French, - 
Till crials made, and Yorke may cleare himſelfe. 
King. Thenbe it ſo, my Lord of Somerſet, 
We make your Grace Regent over the French, 
And to detend our right gain forrainefoes, . 
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/ 


\ 


'And ſo do geedvate theRealmeot France, 
: Make haſt my Lord, tis time that you were gone, 
| Thetime oftruce I thinke is full expi 


Houſes, 
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expir'd. 
Somer, I humbly thanke your royall Maieſty, 

And take my leane topoſic with fpeed to France, 
King, Come Vakle Gloſter, now let's have our hor 


For we will to Saint Albowes preſently, 
Madam your Hawke they ſay 'is ſwift offlight, 


And we will try how ſhe will flye today. 


Eater Elanor with Sir Jobn Hum, Roger Bullenbrooks « Coniner 
and Margery Jonrdaine aWitch. | 


Exit owes. 


Elxor, Heere fir /oby, take this ſcrole of paper here, 
Wherein is wriethe queſtions youſhall aske, 
And I will tand vpon this Towerbeere, - 
And heare the ſpirit what it ſayes to you: 
And to my 2s: vans write the anſwers downe. 


She goes vp totbe Tower, 

Sir Iobn, Now firs'begin, and caſt your ſpels abour, 
And charme the fiendes forito ur wils, 
And tell Dame Ehzor of thething ſhe askes. 

wich, Then Roger Bullenbrooks about thy taske, 
And frame a circle heere ypon theearth, 
WhilſtIthereonall e onmy face, 
Do talke andwhifper with the Diuels below, 
And coniure them for:to obey my will. 
PAS Shbee lyes downe yon ber face. 

Pulls, Darke night;deendight/he fence ofche aig 

+ Darke nignr, nignt, thelttence of: ighe, 
Wherein the Furies mrs. 4 wid 35:19 ghc | 
Send vp I chargeyoufromSoſerms Lake, 
The ſpirit Aſce/on to:cometomce, 
To __ the bowels of chis Centricke earch, 
And hither comeiavwinkling of ancye, 


Aﬀealen 


Yorke and Lancaſter. 
Aſealon, Aﬀenda, afſenda, 
It Thunders and Lightens and then the fpirite 
riſerbs UP. 
ſpirit, Now Bullenbrooke what wouldſt thou haue me doe? 
Bullen, Firſt of the King, what (hall become/ofhim ? 
Firit, The Duke yer lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe, 
Bur him out-liue, and dye a violent death, 
Bullen, What fate awaites the Duke of Suffolke. - 
Firit, By water ſhall he die, and take his end. 
Bulle, What ſhall beride the Duke of Somerſet ? 
Firit, Let him ſhun Caſtles, ſafer hall he be vpon the ſandy | 
plaines, then where Caſtles mounted tand: *' 
Now queſtion me no more, for 1 muſt hence againe. 
He ſinks downe againe, 
Bullen, Then downe I ſay, vnto the damned poole, 
Where Pluto in his fiery waggon fits, 
Riding amid the findg'd and parched ſmoakes, 
The rode of Dytas by 7 4 Riuer'Stix : 
There howle and burne for ever in thoſe flames, 
Riſe /owrdaine riſe, and ftay thy charming Spels. 
Zounds,we are betraide. 


Enter the Duke of Yorks, and the Duke of Buckmg- 
ham, and others, 

Yorke, Come firs, lay hands on them, and binde them fure,. 
This time was well watcht, What Madame are youthere 2 
This will be great credit for your husband, 

Thar you are plotting treaſons thus with-Coniurers, 
The King ſhall have notice of this thing. 


Exit Elnor abone, 
Buck, See heere my Lord, what the divell hath writ, 
'' Yorke. Giueit me my Lord, Ile fhew it tothe King : 
Go firs, fee themfaſt lockt io priſon. 
| Exit with them, 
Buckmg. My Lord, I pray you let megopoſte yntothe King, 
Vnto S. Albones,to tell this newes. 


Torks. Content, Away Tn” ftraight. 


Bucks 


Buck, Farewell my Lord. | 
Exit Buckingham, 


Yorke, Whoſe within there #._ - 
 Emter one, 
One. My Lord. 
Yorke, Sirrah, go will the Earles of Salsbury and Warwick to 
ſup with me to night. Exit Torke, 
One, 1 will my Lord. | Exit, 


+ 


Enter the King and ihgon with her Hawke on her fiſt, and Duke 
Humfrey and Suffolke, and the Cardinall, as if 
they came from Hawking, 

Lneene, My Lord, how did your grace like this laſt light ?, 
Buc as I caſt her off the windedidri 
And twas ten to one, old. lone had not gone our, 

King. How wonderfull the Lords workes are on earth, 
Euen in cheſe filly creatures of his hands, 
| Vakle Gloſter, how hye your bawke did ſore,, 
And on a ſodaineſouc'd the Partridge downe, 

Suff. No maruell ifit pleaſe your Maicſty, 
My Lord Protectors hawkes do towre ſo well, 
| They know their maſter ſores a Faulcons pitch, 

Him, Faith my Lord, it's but a baſe minde, 
Thar ſores no higher then a bird can ſore. 

Card. thought your Grace would be aboue the clouds, 

Hun, 1 my Lord Cardinall, were it not good 
Your grace could fly to heaven. 205119 

Card, Thy heauen is onearth, thy words and thoughts: beate 
on a Crowne, proud Protector, dangerous Peere,to {moothe ir 
thuswith King and Gommonwealth, 


Hum, How now my Lord,why this is more then needs,church 
men ſo hot? Good vnckle can you do' 


or, 


Sf. Why not,hauing ſo goed aquarrell,and ſo bad cauſe ? 
Bum, As how;my Lord ? | 

Sf. As you, my Lord, and tlike your Lordly Lordes Prote- 
Korſhip. 


 _ Hum, Why Suffolke; England knowes thy infolence. 


A . — 


Yorke and Lancaſter. 
Queene, Andthy ambition Gloſter, 
" King, Ceaſe gentle Queene, and whette not on theſe furious 
Lords to wrath, for blefſed are thepeace-makers on earth, 
(4d. Let me be bleſſed for the peace I make, 
Againſtthis proud ProteQor with my (word, 
Hum. Faith holy Vnkle, I would it were come to that. 
Card. Euen when thou dar't, 
Hum. Dare: I tel thee Prieſt, Plaggagenets could never brook 
the dare, 

Card. 1 am Plantagenet as well as theu, and: ſonne to Iohn of 
Gaunt, 

Bum, In baſtardy. 

Card: | ſcorne thy words, 

Hum: Make vppe no fa&iousnumbers,but cuen inthine owne 
perſon meere me at the Eaſtend of the groue. 

Card: Here's my hand, I will. 

King: Why how now Lotds? 

Card, Faith Cofin Gloſter,had not your man caſt offſo ſoone, 
we had had more ſportto day, Come with thy ſword and Buck- 
ler, 

Hum: Gods mother Prieft le ſhave your crowne., 

Card: ProteRor, proteQ thy ſelfe well. 

King The winde growes high, ſo dothyour choller Lords, 


Enter one crying 4 miracle, a mirack, 
How now? Now firra, what miracle is it ? | 
| One, And it pleaſe your Grace, there is a man that came blind 
to S.Albones,arid hath received his fight ar the ſhrine, 
King Go tetch him hether, that wee may glorific the lord with 
him, 
Enter the M ator of Saint Albones aud bis Brethren, with Mu- 
ficke, bearing the man tharhbad bene blind berween | 
two in achaire 
King: Thou happy man, giue God eternall praiſe, 
For he it is that thus hath helped thee: | 
Where waſt thou borne © 
Poore mane At Barwicke __ your Maieftyin the North. 
wail... 2 Hum, 


The contention of the i Hoaſes, 

Ham. At Barwicke, and come thus facre for helpe. 

Poore mer. 1 fir, it was told me in-my fleepe, 
Fhat ſweete Saint Albones ſhould give me my fight againe,, 
Hum, What are' lame to ? 
P.man.1 indeede fir, God helpe me. 
Hum. How cam(t thow lame ? 
P, may, With falling off a plum tree, 
Hum, Werrthou blind d clmbplumtrees? 
P. man. Neuer but once fit in-all my life, 
My wife did long for plummes..' - 

Hum. But tell me, wert thou borne blinde ? 

P.man, 1 cruly fir, 

Woman, | indeed fir, he was borne blinde,. 

Hun, What art rhou his mother | 

| WW oman. His wife fr. 

Hum, Hadfſt thou beene his-morher, 
Thou couldſt haue better tolde; 
Why letme ſee, I'thinke thou canſt not ſee yer,. 
Pumen. Yes truly maſter, as cleare as day. 
Hum. Sayſt thou ſo: what colour's his cloake ? 
P. man, Red maſter,as red as blood.. 
Hum, And his cloake? _ 
P man; Why that's greene.. 

Hum, And what colour's his hoſe? 

P, man. Yellow maſter, yellow as gold. 
Hum, And what colour s my Gowne > 
F.nuen. Blacke fir,as blacke as Tet. / —_ 
Kin . Then belike he knowes whas colous igxis on... iF 
Aad:yer Tthinke let did he neuer ſee, | 
Hiems. But clokes &  gownvere this day many a one. 
But relkme ficra, what's my name #' 

P.man Alas maſter Fknow nog. 

Hum, What's his name + © +. +: 

P.may, Il know not.” 

Hum, Nor his ?- 

P.man. No truly fir.. 

His) ies hiv nant 


+. 


| of Torke and Lancaiter, 
P. mar, No indeede maſter. 
Hum, Whats thine owne'neme? Au 
 P. man. Sander, and it pleaſe you maiſter. - 
Hum, Then Sander fit there, the lyingeſt knaue m Chriſten- 
dom. [fthou bhadſt. bene, borne blinde, thou mightſt aſwel haue 
knowne all our names, as thus to name the ſeuerall colours wee 
do weare, Sight may diſtinguiſh of colours, but fodainly to no- 
minate them all, it is impoſſible.» My Lords,1S. Albones heere 
hath doae a miracle,& would you notthink his cunning to bee 
great, that could reftore this Crippleto his legs againe. 
P, man, Oh maſter I would you could, 
Hum. My Maſters of S. Albones, 
Haue you not Beadles in your Towne, 
And things call'd whippes? | 
Mayor, Yes my Lord, if it pleaſe your Grace, 
Hmm, Thea ſend for onepreſently. 
Maior. Sirra, go fetch the Beadle hither ſtraight, Exit ove. 


Hum, Now ſerch me aftocle hither by and by, ' 
Now firra, if you meane roſaue your ſelfe from-whipping, 
Leape me oner this ſtoole, and runne away. 

Enter a Beadld, © 
P. man. Alas maſter I atdnot able to ſtand alone; 
You go abouttetorture mein vaine. | 
Hum. V ell fir, we muſthaueyou finde your legpges, 
Sirra Beadle, whip himcill he leape ouer that ſame ſtoole, 
Beadle, 1 will my Lord, come on firra, off with your Doubler 
uickly, | - 
L Prana Alas maſter whas ſhall Ido, I am not able to ftand, 


After the Beadle bath his tis one eerke, be leaper oner the ſtoole, and. 
runneranay, ned theyrun after bens, crying 4 Myracle, s CMy- 
racle. of P 71h REEF "3, THE 

Hwm. A miracle,a miracle; tex hith be taken'againe; and whipte 

through euery Market Towne till he comes at Barwicke where 


he was borne. 


Mator, It ſhall be dene-my Lerd:..- | 
Swf, ly Lord Protecterhath done wonders'eo diy: | 51>" 
C 3 Hee-. 
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The con T | | <7 uſes, 
He hath made the blinde to ſee,s Lindy, 


Humph.1l,but you did Pr ;whe! bfyoumnade whole 
Dukedomes flye in 


 Wirneſfe France. | 7 
King.Haue done I Pg "ou me hear no more of thac, 
Enter the Duke of 'Þ, ; 
What newes brings Duke Humfrey's Buckingham? 


Buck, Ill newes for ſome ty Lord,and this iris, 
That proud dame Elnor our Proteors Wife, 
Hath plotted Treaſons gainſt the King and Peeres, 
By witchcrafts,ſorceries,and coniurings, 
Who by ſuch meanes did raife a ſpirit vp, 
To tell her what hap ſhould becide the Srate, 
Bur ere they had finiſht their diuellifhdrif 
By Yorke and my (elfe chey were all ſurprizde, 
And) heeres the anſwere the divell did make to them, 


Firſt ofthe King,whar ſhall become of him? | 
,The Dukey «kk 


ives,that #demry ſhall depolſe, hgh 
Yer <T wp a dica o_ death, t 
Gods will be done in all, - -- 
What fate awaits the Dukeef SuffolkeE 
By water ſhall -he die-antleakthisend; - | 
Saffolke.By water muſtthe Dukevf Suffotke die? 
It muſt be ne ,or elſe the diuell doth lie. & 
Let Somerſet ſhun Cafiles, 9.91 eric. 
BG a eCard wtedias,! rg 5 
Then where Caſtles mounted ſtand, '& anatf . 
Card. Heeres good ſtuffe, how nowney Lord Photedtor, | 
This newes | chinke hath turnd your weapons point, 
I am in doubt youle ways. keepayondprogditſe. T 
Humph.Forhcarcambi itjous Prelare-ro-vyrge my greeſs,” 2 ; 
And pardon me my gracious Souerai gnes 
For heere I \weare varts your Maiefty, M6717 £,5i361m A Ll | 
That] am guiltlefſe of theſe h2inous crimes D001 
Which my ambitious wife hath falſly done, _. 
Angdforſhx would berray heriſoneraigne Lord, 
I 56pm bed andboprg; 


"_ 


- nk 


ODT 2 - a _—_ - —_ — *. 


; And leaue her open for thelaw.to iudge, 

Vnleſſe ſhe cleare her ſelfe of this foule deed, 

King.Come my Lords,this night weele lodge inS, Alboner, 
| And to morrow we will ridero London, 

And rrie the vemoſt of theſe creaſons forth; 

Come vnckle Gloſter along with vs, 

My minde doth tell me thou axt innocent. 

. Exit owes, 


Enter the Duke of Yorke, and the Earles of Salicbury 


and W arwicke. 


Yorke. My Lords, our fimple ſupper ended thus, 
[ et me reueale vnto your honors heere, 
The right and title of the houſe of Yorke 
To Englands Crowne by lincall-deſent, 
War,Then Yorke begin,and if thy claime be geod, 
The Neuils arethy ſubieRs ro command, 
Yorkg.Then thus my Lords, 
Edward the third had ſeuen ſonnes, 
The firſt was Edward the blacke Prince, 
Prince of Wales, 
The ſecond was William of Hatfield, 
Who dyed young. 
The third was Lyonel,Duke of Clarerce.. 
The fourth-was /ohn of Gaunt, 
The Duke of Lancaſter. 
Toe fifr was Edmund of Langley, 
Duke of Yorke. EE Vx 
Thefixt was Filliam of Wwmdſore,. 
Who dyed Young. | 
The ſeaucnth and laſt was Sir Thomas .of Woodfteckes, Duke of 
Yorke, | 
Now Eavardthe blacke Prince dyed before his Father, leauing + 
behinde him rwo ſonnes, Eawardbornc:at Argoloſme, who died 
young,and kicherd that was.akter crowned Kingzby-the name'of 
Richardthe ſecond, who-dyedwithour anbeyre,. 


Lyonell 


£ 


EE 


'Lyonell Duke of Clarence dyed, andleft bimone only daugh- 


- 


-ter,riamed Phillip, who was married coEdmund Morgimer earle 


of March and VIſter : andſo by herI claime $ne, 25 the 
truc heire to Lyonell Duke of Clarente, third fonne to'Edward 
the third, Now fir, in timeof Richards reigne, Henry of Bulling- 


brooke, ſonne and heire to lohn of Gaunt, the Dakr' of Lanca- 
Rer fourth ſonne to Edwardthethird, he claim'd the Crowne, 
depoſd the Merrhfull King, and as both you know ,/ in Pomtfret 
Caſtle harmelefle Richard was ſhamefully murthered, and ſo by 
Richards death came the houſe of Lancaſter vnto the Crowne, 

Sal. Sauing your tale my Lord, as Lhauc heard in the reigne of 
Bullenbrooke, the Duke of Yorke did claime che Crowne, and 
bur for Owen Glendour had bene King. 

Yorks. True: but ſo it fortuned then, by meanes of that mon- 
ſtrous rebell Glendour, the noble Duke of Yorke was putte to 
death, and ſoeuer ſince the heires of lohn of Gaunt haue pofleſ- 
ſed the Crowne, Bur if the iflue of the elder ſhould ſucceed be- 
fore the ifſue ofthe younger, then am | lawfull heire ynro the 
Kingdome. | 

Warwicke, VVhat proceedings can be more plain, he claimes 
it from Lyonell Duke of Clarence, the third ſonne ro Edward 
the third, and Henry from Iohnof Gaunt the fourth ſonne, So 
that till Lionels iſſue failes, his ſhould norreigne. Te faytes not 
yet, but Aouriſheth in thee and in thy ſonnes, braueſlips of ſuch. 
a ſtocke, Then noble father, krieele we both together, & in this 
priuate place, be we the firſt to honour him with birth-right r@ 
the Crowne. | | 

Both, Long live Richard Englands royall King, | 

Yorke, 1 thanke you both, But Lords I am nor your King, vn- 
til this ſword be ſheathed cuen inthe hart blood ofthe houſe of 
Lancaſter, j(rPe) 

1a. Then Yotke aduiſerthy ſelfe,and take thy time, 

Claime thou the Crowne, and ſer thy ſtandard yp, 

Andin the ſame aduancethe milke-white Roſe, 

And then taguard it, will I rowſe the Beare, 

Envicon'd with ten thouſand Ragged Raues, 


To aide and helpe thee for to winthy tight, 


Yorke aud LancaZer. 
Mauger the proudeſt Lord of Henries blood, 
That dares fx che right andclaime of Yorke, 
For why,my minde Page I ſhall live 
To ſee the noble Duke of Yorke to be a King, 
Yorks. Thanks noble Parwicke,and Yorke doth hope to ſee, 
The Earle of Wawwiks liue, to beethe greateſt man in England, 


butthe King. Comelets goe. 
Exit ownes. 


Enter King oma Hemege > weene, Dukg Hunfrey the Daks of Suf- 
folke,and the Duke of B bam, the Cardinall, and Dame El- 
nor Cobbam led with the Officers ,and then enter to them the Duke 


of Yorke and the Earles of Salighury and Warwiche. 


»g.Stand forth Dame Elnor (' obhans Dutches of Gloſter,and 
Mr the ſentence pronounced againſt thee for theſe treaſons, 
that thou haſt commicred gainſt Vs,our State and Peeres, 
_ for thy hainous crime, thou ſhalt ewa dayes in London 
ennance Cort inthe ſtreetes, with a white ſheete about 
th ,and a waxe Taper burning inthy hand. That done, 
rue (halt be baniſhed for cuerinto the Iſle of Man,there tocnd 
thy wretched daies ; and this is our ſentence ireuocable, Away 
with her. 
 Elnor,Even to my death,for 1 haue lived too long, 
King Greeue not noble Vnckle,but be thou glad, 
In that theſe treafons thus are come to light, 
Leaſt God had pourde his vengeance on thy head, 
For her offences that thau heldſ ſo deare, © 
Humph.Oh —__ Henry ,giue me leaue a while, 
Toleaue your Grace,and to depart away, 
For ſorrowes teares hath gripte my aged heart, 
And makes the fountaines 7 aria eyes to ſwell, 
And therefore good my Lads © _ 
King,Wirh al my hart good vnckle, whe you pleaſe 
Yetere TI- oguels Meſley _ thy ah 
For Hezry will be nomore proteQted, 


The Lord ord ſhall be my quide both for my land and me, 
D Humph, 


The contention of the two famous Houſes, 
Hum, My ſafe, Inoble Henry, my life and all, 
My Raffe, I yeelde agwilling co bethine,. 
As erethy Noble fathermade it mine: | 
And euen as willing at thy feete | leaue it, 
As others would ambitiouſly receive ic, 
And long hereafter, when Iam dead and gone, 
May honourable peace attend thy throne. 
King, Vakle Gloſter, ſtand vp and go in peace, 
No lefſe belou'd of vs, then when _ X 
Thou wert ProteRor ouer this my land, Exit Glofter, 
Queene. Take vp the Raffe, for heere it ovght to ſtand, 
Where ſhould it be; bur in King Henries hand? 
Torke. Pleaſe it your Maieſtie, this is the day 
That was appointed for the combating * 
' -Berweene the Armourer and his man, my Lord, -. 
And they are ready when your Grace doth pleaſe. 


King. Thea call chem'forth, that they may try their rights, 
Euter at i be the Armenrer and bis neighbours, 'drs to bim 
fo much that he is dranken, and he enters with a drum 


and bis ftaffe with a ſandbag faſtened toit, and at ee 1g 
. bis manwith adrum and ſandbag, and Prentiſer drmking to bim, 


. 


Fe Neighbor, Here neighbour Horner, I drinke to you in a cup 
of Sacke ; and feare not neighbor, you ſhall do well enough, 
2 Neigh. And hereneighborghere's a cup of Charneco.  * 
3 Neigh. Here's a pot of good double beere,neighbor drinke 
and be merry, and feare not your man. .' pc) 
Arm. Let it come, yfaith lie pledge you all, 
Anda figgefor Peter, -] 
1 Pren, Here Peter, Idrinke to thee, and be not affraid.: 
2 Pres, Here Perer;here's a pinte: of Claret wine for thee, 
3 Pren, And here's a quart fot me, and be merry Peer, 
And feare noethy maſter,fight for credit of the Peentiſes, 
- ny 0 par og _ Iledrinke no more; 
cere Robingand if I dye,hecre 1 give: thee my hammer 
And Will thou ſhalt haue my apelate and beerk Tom, 5 T4 
Rs 1 Take 


V% 1 WY 
” 


Yorke and LancaFer. 
Take all the money that I haue, 
O Lord blefſe me I pray God, for I amneuer able to deale with 
my maſter, he hathlearn'd ſomuch fence already, | 
* Sali, Come leaue your drinking, and fall to blowes, 
Sirra, what's thy name? 

Pet, Peter forſooth, 

Salſ. Peter : what more? 

Pet, Thumpe, 

Salſ. Thumpe, then ſee that thou thumpe thy maiſter, 

Arm, Here's to thee Neighbour, fill all the pots againe, for 
before wee fight, looke you, I will tell you my minde; for I am 
come hither as it were of my mans inſtigation,to proue my ſelfe 
an honeſt man,and Peter a knaue zand ſo haye at youPeter with 
downright blowes, as Beuis of South-hampron fell vppon A(- 
capart, 

Per. Law you now, Itold you hee's in his fence already, | 
Alarmes, Peter hits him on the head and fels bims, 
eArm, Hold Peter, I confeſle, Treaſon, treaſon, He dies. 

Per. O Godl giuethee praiſe. | He kavels downe 

Pren, Ho well done Peter, God ſauetheKing, 

King. Go take hence that Traitor from our ſight, 

For by his death we do perceive his guilt, 
AndGodin iuſtice hath reueal'd to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow, 
Which he had thought to haue murthered wrongfully. 
Come fellow, follow vs for thy reward. Exit omni. 
Enter Duke Humfrey and his men, in monre« 
| ning cloakes, 
Hum, Sirra, what's aclocke? 
Serving. Almoſt ten my Lord. 
 __ Hum, Then is that wofull houre hard at hand, 
That my poore Lady ſhould come by this way, 
In ſhametull penance wandering in the ſtreets, 
Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble minde abrooke 
The abie& people gazing on thy face, | 
With enuious lookes jaughing at thy ſhame, 


That ex did follow thy proud Chariot wheeles, 8 
- D 2 | When 
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The contention of the two famaus Houſes, 
When thou didſt ride in triumph through the ſtreeres... 


Enter Dame Elnor Cobham b , Aud a white ſheete about her, 
with a waxe Candle in her hand, and verſes written on ber backe & 
pind on, and accompanied with the Sheriffes of London and Sw lobn 
Standly,and Officers with Bils and Holbards. 


Serxing.My gracious Lord,ſce wher my Lady comes, 

Pleaſe it your grace,weete take her fromthe Sheriffes? 
Hamph. 1 charge you for your lies ſtir nota foote, 

Nor offer once to draw a weapon heere, 
Bur let them do their office as they ſhould, 

 Alver Cotneyou tny Lotd to feetny'open ſhame? .. 
See how the giddy people looke at thee, 
Shaking their heads, and pointing ar thee heere, 
Go get theepone,and hide rhee from their fights, 
Andin thy pent vp fludy ruemy Thame, 
And ban enemies. Ah mineand thine, 

Hum. Ab Nellfweert Netl,forger this extreme griefe, .. 


_ Andbeareitpatiently toeaſc rhy heart, 


Elnor, Ah Gloſter,teach meto forget my ſelfe, 
For whilſt I thinkeI am thy wedded wife, 
The thought of this doth kill my-wofull heart, 
The ruthieffe flines do cut my tender feete, 
And whend ſtart, the cruell peoplelaugh, 
And bids me beaduiſed how I cread, 
And thus with burning Tapor in my hand, 
 Maldevp in ſhame, with papers on my backe, 
Ah Gloſter,can I endure this and liue ? 
Sometime ile ſay Iam Dake breys wiſe, . 
And he a Ptince, ProteQor of the land, 146 
But ſo he rulde,and fuch a Prince he was, | 
As he ſtood by, whil 1 his fore-lorne Durcheſle 
Was led with ſhame,and made a laughing Rocke, . 
To euery idle raſcald follower. | (Ti 
Hemfrey. My Youcly Nell, what woutdfithou hate me do? - 


\. Yorkeand Lanraftere nn 7 
Should I attemprro reſcue thee from hence, | 
Iſhould incurre the er ofthe law, 

And thy diſgracewwould notbe ſhaddowed fo, 
Elnor, Bethou milde,and lonot'army diſgrace,. 
Vacill the axe of death hang ove thy head, / 4 
As ſhortly ſure it will, For Suffolke 
The new-:made Duke,that may do all i in all 
With her that loueshimfo,andhates vs all, 

And i Yorke ;zannd: Bewford chat falſe” Prieſt," 
Haue all Iymade buſhes ro-berray thy wings, 
And fiye than how thou canſt;rhey will enran gle thing 
Enter a Heral of Armes, 
Herald, | ſummon your Grace ynto his Highnes Purlament, 
holden at S. Edmonds-Bary;Hicfirft of the next "Month, - 
Hum, AParkaiment, indour contents neuer craude 
Therein before. This iy 
Well, we will bethere.. - © Exit Herald, 
Maſter Sheriffe, pray ptocerde nofurther again! my 
Lady,then the oath of law extends.” 
Sher.Pleaſe it your Grace, my office here doth end, 
And I muſt deliuer her to Sir Tohn Stanly; 
To be conduRted intothe le of Man, 
Humfrey Muſt you fir 7ohw-condoQ my Lady ? 
Standly .L my gracions Lord,for ſoit is decreed, 
And Iam ſo commanded bythe King. 
Hemgph.l pray you fir [ohn,yfehernere the worke, 
In that Lintreate you to vſeher well. 
The world may{mile againe, and ] mayliue+ 
To do you fauour,if you doitherz 
And ſo fir /obwfarewell, 
Elnor,What gone my Lord,and bid not mefarewel 
Humph. Wirnefſe my bleeding hearr, I'carmot pevind to \.{25 0 
Exit Hemfreq andy 
Elnor, Then is he'gone, is noble Gloficts 
And doth Duke Humfrey nowfotlike metoo? 
Then let me haſte from ont inner 
Come. Sriorilly come;antl fervs Hafteaway; © 
D. 3 Standiy:; 


= —- 
. 
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The contention of the cine fares Ps 
Stardly. Madam let's ga voto ſome houſe beereby, . 
Where you may ſhift your {dlfe before we ga. 
Elner Ah good (it pres ae ao behid,” 
Nor put away with U 4, 
Sherills farewell, 


But come lerys go, 


Thou ha{tbur done thy office 88 thou ſhould, 
» Emer cochePadliament... 


Exit owne 


Enter two Heralds before; then the Dates of Bucking 
 Suffolke, and then the Duke. Tl die ns _ 
fter, and then the King awd 1 os then the _ of Sa- 
hs rea _w hes Vid 
tus -YakleGlo tam fol avgs.. 
young. ou not pereriue, 
How that plu ebi uke wy iſelfe> 


The time hath beene, bur now the time is paſt, 

That none ſo humble. as; Duke Humfrey was: 

Bur now let one mieete hi n.inthemorne, 

When euery one will giue the time of day, 

Yet he will neither mouenorſpeaketo vs. 

See you not how the Commons follow him 

In opopea,rflge od i zuethe good Duke Humfrey, 
Honouring him as if be were! their King ? 

Gloſter isnolittle man in Engl 
And if heliſtro ſtirre commotions, . | 

Tis likely that the people will follow bim. 

My Lord, if you imagine there is no ſuch thing, 
Then let it paſſe, and call'ta Womans feare,” 
we Lord of Suffolke, Buckingham, and Yorke, 


; popes ns. Both 


And bypow fe 
1 AG | ay wrong'dt A Dake ""—_ 
Suf.\ ny up farncofgeſeene ipga Dube, 
Andifl had DoIPirk d cakes 


I thinke1 ſhould: havetold your yer 4\ 5h 
Smooth runnes the brooke; v1 ldap, 


Thy & v7 No, 


10 * "Yorke and DencaFev;' \ 
No, no, my Soueraigne;Gloſttris a iman -:/-: 
Vnſounded yer, and fultof deepedeceite, 2717 Sth 
1, Enter ther Duke of Somerſet, ./ tf) 
King. Welcome Lotd Somerſet, what newes from France ? 
Somer, Cold newes oy, Lord, and thisitis,c 0 0211 11517 
That all your holds and: Townes within thoſe Terriories ; 
Is ouercome my Lord all is loſt.i;7 1 + 5; 0h oh yh Ul 
King, Cold newes indeede LoodSomerſer,) r bro 2,nmvs 
but Gods will bee done.” ++ | 507th 154 hd 3 TEE 
Yorke, Cold newes for me, for Thad hope of Hom) 
Euen as I haue of fertile England. 
Enter Duke Hu mfrey,: 
Hum. Pardon my Liege; that I haucftaideſo doings 
Suf. Nay Gloſter know; that thou art come too ſoone, 
Vnleſſethou proue more loyall then thowart, 
We do arreſt thee on high Treaſon heere. 
Hum, Why Suffolkes Duke:thou ſhalt notiſee me bluſh, 
Nor change my countenance for thine arreſt 
Whereof L am guilty, who aremy acculers ? | 
Yorke. Tis thoght my lord your grace took bribesfrom Frace, 
And ſtop: the ſoldiers of their pay, | 
Through which his Maiefty hath loſt all France, - -: : 
Hum, Is it but thoughtſo? And who are they that thinke fo ? 
So God me helpe, as: |. hanewatcht the night, | 
Euer intending good ingot ill, 
Thar peny that euer I tooke from France, 
Be brought againſt mearche indgrment un; 90 
I neuer rob'd the ſoldiers'of theirpay; | 
Many a pound of mitie-owne proper coft 
Haue 1 74 nt ouer for the ſoldiers wants, 
Becauſe would notracke the needic Channbac | 
Car, In your PtoteRarſhipiyou did 'deuiſe 7 {!| 
Strange torgients Preende by which meancs | 
England hath beene defam'd by :tyrannice. 
Hum. Why tis wellknowne,chat whilft was Protefton, 
Pitty was all the fault that was/in me: - 
A muctherer or foule felonious Theefe;, |. 


That 4 


The contenteaw af lie mn Hoſes, 
"That robs and murders il] * 
'T eorturd aboue the rates Lf 
Suff. Tuſh my Jtrorar ener no count, 
odnarnarcliid ancoyedrichaige, | 
I do arreſtthee on hi heere,) 
And commit thee v .gded-Loed Cardinall, 
Vnrill ſuch time as chou-canſt eve thy ſelfe.. 
. King.Good vockte his arrefd; + 
I haueno doubt butthou cleare thy ſelfe, 
oy Se yen tes me 09 re En, 
Ah gracious Herry,t es are ous : 
And ns death aogipead theſe miſerics, ; 
And ſtay cheigindedesfor good King Henries ke. 
But I am madethe Pro totheir play, | 
And thouſands more-muft follow after me. 
bem rrs m_ yet erm re , _ 
S batefullcongue is; k 
LG fiery eyes ſheweshis enutous minde, = F 
Buckinghams proud lookes bewraieshis cruel thoghts, 
And 3 a Torkgthat louels attheMoone, . 
Whoſe oucrweening arme I hage held backe. - 


All you haue ioynidtobetrapmerkus*; - 
eMiſtrſle * 


IT i32>{} 


_ _ Jurys <_ and 
auſleflc haue laid c@mpiaints 
I me want falſe teens. 
That ſo amongfRt you, you may haue life, 
re Toner yd, bemilibe oafernts; REY 416321430 90] 
ef Dolhbe fore vund ro bracea toys) dou 1900 | 
.Doth he not twit ourfomenige: Lady heres ” = 
chat ſhe with ignominious | 
Had ſuborn'd or hired ſometo ſweareagainſt hislife, 
Qs. But I can give the loſer leniexo ſpeake.,  - 
Hum, Farzraezfpokethen tweanc;l doſcindeed; - 
Beſhrew the winners hearrs,they + + | 
Back Herlewerlt the fence,aad keepe vs here al day 
" Lord of Wincheſter fury rn 
Dube Humfrey, 


Who $ within theres Take in 


b 


And 


And ſee hing garded fore within my houſe. 
Hwm,Oh,thus King Henry eafts away his crouch, 
Before his legs —_ his VP, 
And puts his Evarchifall ſhepheard from his fide, 
Whilſt wolues ſtand faarring who ſhall bite him farſt, 
Farwell my ſouragneJong mailt thou enjoy 
Thy fathers I ,free from annoy, 
with che Cardmals men, 
King My Leda to your wiſdoms ſhal ſeem beſt 
'Do and vndo as if our felfe were heere. 
Qs. Whar, wil your highneffe leaue the Partament e 
King.l Margaret,Myheart is kild with griefe, 
Wheere I may fit and Gigh in endlefſe mone, 
For who's a Traitor,Gloſter he is none. 
Exit Kmy Salirbeery and Warwieks. 
s, Then fit we downe againe my Lord Cardinal, 
Suffolke, Bucking ham, Torke and Somerſes. 
Let vs conſult gf proud Duke Humfrie: fall, 
In mine opinion it were good he dide, 
For ſafety of our King and Comman-wealth. 
Suf.And ſo thinke I Madam, for as you know, 
If our King Hexryhad ſhooke hands with death, 
Duke Humfrey theo would looke to be our King: 
And it may beb pollicie he workes, 
To bring to nl: he the thing which aow we doubt, 
The Foxe barkes not het he would Reale the Lamb, 
Bur if we take him erehe do the deed, 
We ſhould nor queſtion if that he ſhould live, - 
| Yorke No,let him die, in that he is a Fox, 
Leaſt that in living he offend vs more, 
Car,Then let him die befare the Commons know, 
For feare thar they doriſe jp armes for him. 
Yorke.Fhen do it ſodainly my Lords, 
S»ff.Let that be my Lord Cardinals charge & mine, 
Car. Agreed, for hee's ghreadykepr withun my houſe, 
Enter 4 Jud 
2, How now firrha,wharnewes j- 


Mile, 


The contention of the tws famous Houſes, 
Meſſer, Madame, 1 bring you newes from lreland, 

The wilde Onele my Lords,is vp in armes, 8 

With troupes of Iriſh Kernes, that vacomrolde 

Doth plant chemſelues within tbe Engliſhpale,. 

And burnes and ſpoiles the Colmtry as they go.. 
2%, What redrefſe ſhall we have for this, My Lords? 
Yorke.” [ were good that my Lord of Somerfer 

Thar fortunate Champion weteſent over, 

To keepe in awe the ſtubborne Iriſhmen, 

He did ſo much good when he was in France. 

' Sommer, Had Yorke bene there with all his farre fetche 

Pollicies,he might haue loſt as much as 1. 

Yorke.1,for Yorke would have loſt his life, before 

That France ſhould haue xeuolted from Englands rule, | 
Somer.l ſo thou niight{t, and yet have goucrn'd worſethen I, 
Yorke, What,worſe then naught? thera ſhame take all, 
Somer.Shame on thy ſelfe,that wifheth ſhame, _ 
Queen,Somerſet forheare,gaod-Yorke be patient, 

And do thou take inhand to crofle the ſeas; - 

With troopes of armied men, to quell the pride 

Ofthoſe ambitious lriſh rhatrebell. F-/ 

' Torke,Well Madame,fith your Grace is ſo.content, 

Let me haue ſome bandes of choſen ſoldiers, --: © | »:1(] 

And Yorke ſhall trie his fortuhes 'gainſt thoſe Kernes, | 
Dneen,Y orke thou ſhale.My Lord of Buckinghars, 

Let ic be jt your charge to muſter vp ſuch ſoldiers 

As ſhall ſufhice him in theſe needfull warres.. - 
Buck.Madame I will,and1:uic fucha band: 

As ſoone ſhall overcome thoſe Iriſh Rebels. | 

But Yorke,where ſhall thoſe Soldiors lay for thee? 

Torke, At Briftow,Vle expeR them ten daies hence, 
Buck, Then thither ſhall they come, and ſo farwell, 


Torke, Adieu my Lotd of Buckingham. 12. 
Lmeen Suffolke, remember what you haue to do, 
And you LordCardinall,co Humefrey, 


neerning Duke 
T were good that youdid ſeetgitintime, 


—_- 
. 


IN 2 7 ———_— . 
#* — x - ka wer z Bo 
EE LEIERS Is 4 FR DIS SA, <  FPPRnrR_y 

, : al : * ,- ts 00 G , 


: 
| 
; 


.  .\Torke and Lancaſter. 

Comelet vs go,thatit may beperform'd. 
echt) Exit onmnes Manet Yorke, 
Yorks. Now Yorke bethinkethy ſelfe,and rouze thee yp, 
Take time whilſt ic is offered thee ſo faire, 
Leaſt when thou wouldt,thou canſt ir nor attaine, 
T'was men 1 lackt,and now they giue them me, 
And now whilſt Lam buſfie in Ireland, 
I haue ſeduc'd a head-ftrong Kentiſhman, 
Tobu Cads of Aſbfotd, 
Vader the title of- /obn Zdortimer, 
(For he is like him cuery kinde of way) 
To raiſe commotion, and by that meanes 
I ſhall perceiuc how the common people 
Do affeQ the claime and houſe of Yorke, 
Then if he haue ſuccefle in higaffaires, 
From Ireland then comes Yorke againe, 
Toreape the harueſt which that coyſtrill ſowed, 
Nowit he ſhould betakenand condemn'd, 
Hee'l nere confefle that I did ſet him on, 
And therefore ereI go ile ſend him word, 
To put in practiſe and eto gather head, 
Thar ſo ſoone as I am gone he may begin 
Toriſcin armes with troopes of country ſwaines, 
Tohelpe him to performe this enterprize. 
And then Duke Humfrey, be well made away, 
None then can flop the light to Englands Crowne, 
But Yorke can tame, and keadiong pull them downe. 
930 Exit Yorke. 


Then the Curtaines being drawne, Dicks Humfrey is diſconered in bis 
bed and two men lying on bu breft, and ſmothermg him in his bed, 
And then enter the Duke of Suffolke to them. 

Suff. How now firs what haveyou diſpatcht. him? 
One I my Lord, hee's dead Iwarrant yon. 
Suff.Then ſee the cloathes laid ſmootheabouy him flill, 

That when the King comes,he may perceive 

Noother,but that he dide of his owne accord, 


E 2 2, All 


The comtentiongf the ws | fanvace Hoaſer, 
2. All things is handſomenow my Lord. 
Suf. Then draw the Curcaines againe and get you gon, 


And you ſhall have your firme reward anon. . 
Exit menrtherers, 


Enter the Kin aud ueene, the Duly of Buckingham, and the Decks 
| s om omerſet ond rhe Cardinall. 
King. My Lord of Suffolke go call our Vnkle Gloſter, 
Tell him this day we SR he do cleere hiaſelfe, 
S»folke. 1 will my Lor , Exit Snlfolbe, 
ws good dec "cor procced mo further 'gain{t our rackle, ; 
Then by iuft proofe you can afficme : . 
For as the ſucking childe or harmleſſe Lambe, Z 
So is he innecent of treaſon to our Scare, = \s 
Emter Suffelky, - | 
How now Suffolke, where's our Vackle ? | 
Suf. Dead Rn my _o_ "T0 dead, 


weene, Aye me, the Ki TS - belpe, m Locks. 
E Comfortmy Lord, gracious & <5 l : 
. What doth m vLogof Suffolke bid me comfort 2 { 
cinde euen now to 0 a Ravens noce, | 
And thinkes he that thee of a Wren, 
By crying comfort thronghaa hofjow voyce, - 
Cin Nicki my greefes, below hean! <p 
Thou balefull m outofmy fight, 
For euen in thine alrmurther fits: 
Yet do not Bafiliske 
And kill the Pazer with thy lookes, 
Dneea, Wayd ou = my Lord of Suffolke thus, 
RE re ds Ant rho Hunefrees death ? 
The Ouke and ] too youknow weretnemies, 
And ne beſt ſay thar] did murcher bim. 
ng. Abvvice war] for wretched Gloſiers death... 
0. _ _ for memorewretthed then he was : 
———edice? 
] am no loathſome Leaper Jooke vn me. 


Was Ifor this nighemackevpenithe fen, 
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And thrice by aukward windsdriven back fr6 Englids bounds? 
 Whac mightit bode, bur that well foretelling 
Winds ſaid, Secke not a ſcorpions neft; 
| Enter the Earles of Warwicke & Salubery, 
War, My Lord, The Commons like an hungry hiue of Bees, 
Run vp and downe,caring not whom they ſting, 
For good Duke Humfrits deach, whom they report 
To be murthered by Suffolke and rhe Cardinall heere, 
King. That he is dead good Warwicke,is tootrue, 
But how he dyed God knowes,not Herry, 
War. Enter his pry chamber my Lord, and view the body, 
Good father ſtay you wich the rude multitude, till T returne. 
Salub.1 will ſonne. "Exit Salubury, 
IW arwicke dr awes the Curtaines and ſhewes Dube Fan 
fr ce) 17 his bed, 
King. Ah Vakle Gloſter heauen receiue thy ſoule, 
Farewell poore Hevxrier ioy now thou art gone, | 

War. Now by his ſoule thattooke our ſhape 'vyponhim, 
To free vs from his Fathers dreadfull curſe, 
T am refolu'd that violent hands were laide 
Vpon the life of this thrice famous Duke. 

Sf. A dreadfull oath, ſworne with a ſolemne tongue, 

What inſtance gues Leci\Fowicke for thele words ? 

War. Ofc hauc I ſceneatimely parted Ghoſt, 
Of aſhy ſcmblance, pale and bloodlefle; 
But loe the bloods fetled itrhis face, 
More berter coloured then when be liu'd, 
His well proportion'd beard made rough andfterne, | 
His fingers fpred abroad 1 hr, pt for life, 
Yet was by ſtrength ſuepriſd, thelcalt of theſe are probable, 
k cannot chooſe but.he was. murthered, 
», Suffolke, andthe Cardinali had him in charge, 
And they Itruſt fir,arcino:omrtherers. 

Wa. I, but tis well kndwne they were not his friends, 
And tis well ſcene he found emit "A 
Card. Bur hauc ye no.greater proofes then'thefe ? 
War, Who ſees a heyſes deatand o:freſb, 
| E 3. 


And 


The contentiatt gfaboros fant Foſer, 
And ſees hard by a butcher with aw Axe, - 
But will ſuſpe& twashe tharmaderheſlaughter?. 
Who finds the Partridge intheputrockes neft, 
But will imagine how the bird came rhere, 
Alchough the Kyre fore with vabloody beake > 
Euen (o ſuſpitious is this Tragedy, 
2u,Are you the Kyte Bewfor where's his talents c 
Is Suffolke the butcher, where's his knife? © © 
Suffolke. 1 wear no knife co ſlaughter ſleeping men, 


Yet here's a vengefull ſword rvfted-with eaſe, 2 
That ſhall be ſcoured in his rancorous heart, a : 
That flanders me-with murthers Crimſon badge, IE, | b 

- Say if thou dare, proud Lord of Warwickſhire, bf 
That I am guilzy.in Duke Huoefries death, A) [: 
Exit Cardinal {f 


Wer What dares not Werwicke, if falſe Suffolke dare bim? 
Qs, He dares not: calme his contumnelious {pieit, 4 
Nor ceaſe to bean arraganc controlter, ii ©: 
Though S«ffolkg dare himtwenty hundred times. | 
| nh. Madam be ſtill, withreuerence may I ſay _ 
That every word you (0 nm ng oe T, As. þ 
Is ſlander zo yourroyall:Ma FO | OSS: 
Swf. Bliinr wined tetiichy beds: HCHETALLL 31 
If ever Lady wrong'd bo Good fominh? TRIS. 
Thy mother tooke vnto her blamefull bed, | 
Some ſterne vntutor'd Churle, and Noble ftocke 7 a oats 
Was graft with Crab-zree {lip whoſefraitethon art, on 
Andneuer ofthe Nevelsnoblerace. * | : It, | 
#er. But thatthe guilc of murther bucklers | ces, 22 ens 
And I ſhould rob the eachſcnancs bis fee, 1700-0 7 1- 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thouſand ſhines : 
And that (>, pats. hoe 
I would falſe murtherous _ wary Gain 143 - & 


Make thee craug pardon. for 
And Fay! it was thy mother rd womb 


That thou th 7 lawbomciabaindy,- x fone! 7 


"WhereT hauerule, bur me | 
ing We. . 


off Yorke and Lancaitey, 

Giue thee thy hire,and ſend thee downeto hell, 

Pernitious blood-ſucker of ſleeping men. 

Sf. Thou ſhould be waking whilſt I ſhed thy blood, 

If from this preſence thou dare go with mee, 

War. Away eucn now, or I will drag thee hence, 
eWarwicks puls him ont, 

Exit Warwicks and Suffolk, and then all the Commons within, cries, 
downe with Suſfolkg, downe with Suffolke. And then enter againe, 
the Duke of Suffolkg and Warwicks, with their weapons drawne. 

King. Why how now Lords? 
Suff. The traiterous Warwicke, with the men of Berry, 

Setall vpor-me mightie Soueraigne, 

. The Commons againe cries, downe with Suffathe; dowriewith 
 Suffolke. Andithenenter from them, the Earle 
of Saluburie. 
Salib, My Lord, the Commons ſends you word by me, 

Thar vnleſſc falſe Suffolke here be done to dearth, 

Or baniſhed faire Englands Territories, 

Thar they will erre from your highneſle perſon : 

They ſay by him the good Duke Humfrey dyed, 

They ſay by him they feare theruine of the Realme, 

And ">dv' bv if youJoue your ſubieRs weale, 

They wiſh you ta baniſh him from forth the land, 

Sf. Indeed tis l;ke.che Commons, rude.vnpoliſht hindes - 

Would fend ſuchmiefſage rorheir Soueraigne ; 

But you my Lord were-glad to be imploy'd, 

To try how quaint an Ocator you were: 

Bar all the honour$abbury hath gor,., 

Is, that he was the-Lord Egibafſador, f 

Sent from a ſort of Iinkers.toche King, : The Commons cries, 

 ,, © . nanſwere fromthe Kmg my Lord of Saltbary,.. 
King.G ood Silsbury go backe againe to them, 

Tell chem we thanke them all for their kinde care, 

And had I not bene citedghus by their meanes, 

My felfe had done it. Therefore heereTſweare, 

If Suffolke be faundro breathe inanyplace 


The contendh ro fnmows Houſes, 


Qs,Oh Henry ,rquede the doomeof gentle Suffolkes baniſh - 


ment. 64-2708 

King. Vogeazle Queene tocalt him gentle Swffolke, 
S co for him, for in zod&the ſhall ner reft, | 
0 ſay,] may xelent,buc if Lwearo, it is irrevocable, 
Come good Warwicke,and gothou in with me, 


Far I baue great maercrs co rar - 
| Exit King andiC arwickg;Meuner I. and Suffolke. 


Quyene, Hell fire and ven geance go _ with you, 
There's twa of you, the diucll make the third, - 
Fie womaniſh man,canſt chou-not curſe thy eacmies ? 


Saf. A evpoathem, wherefore ſhould | curſe them 2 
Fes jr) as do the Mandrakes grones, 


I would inuent as many bitter termes, 


Deliuered frrongly through my fixed reech, 
Wirthtwice ſo anon ogne of deadly hare, 
As leane fac'd enuy in her loathſotne cave. | 
My tongue hould fumble ein minccarneſtwords, '' 
Mine eyes ſhould ſparkle likeche beaten fline, | 
My haire be fixt en end,as one diſtraught, 
And euery ioynt ſhould ſeeme to curfe and ban, | 
And now me-thinkes my burchened hearr would breake, 
Shoyld I not. curſe them;Poiſon de their trinke, | 
Gall worſe then gall,the daintieſt thing they rafte, 

Their ſweeteſt ſhade a groue of Cyprefſetrees, 
Their ſofteſt rouch as ſmarras lyzards Rings, -* 
Their muſicke frightfull,like the ſerpentsh 


And boding ſcritch-owles mkethecooſorr full, 
| All the foule terrors in darkeſeated hell, © © 


Q«.Enough ſweete 'thou torments thy ſelfe, 
Suff. You bad me'ban,and wilt you bid me ceaſe? 
Now by this ground that } am bane from; © © 
Well could 1 curſcaway's wimersnight, II 20: 
And ſtanding naked on a Mountaine top, - 

Where byrting cold would never lee grafſe grow, 
And thinke it but a minute ſpeat inſport, 


— 


ks 


| Yorke awd LenoeZer, 
Queene,No more, Sweete Swffolkghic thee hence to Fraxe, 
Or live where thou wilt within this worlds globe, 
Ne haus an Iriſh that ſhaktfinde thee our, 
And long thou ſhalt not ſtay,butilehaue thee repeald, 
Or venter to'be'baniſhed my ſelfe. 
Oh let this kifſe be printed in thy hand, 
That when thou feeſt it, thou maiſt thinke on me. 
Away I ſay,that Imay feele my griefe, 
For it is nothing whilſt chou Randeſt heere. 

Swffolke.Thus is poore Saffolheten times baniſhed, 
Once by the King but three rimes thrice by thee, 

Emer Uawſe. 
Queene, How now,whither goes Vawſe ſo faſt ? 
| UVawſe.To lignifie vnto his Maicſty, 
Thar Cardinall Bewford is at point of death, 
Sometimes he raues and cries as he were mad, 
Sometimes he-cals ypon Duke Hwumnfries Ghoſh, 
And whiſpers tohisPillow as tohim, 7 
And ſometimes he cals te ſpeake vnto the King, oo 
And I am going to-certifie ynto his Grace, 
That euen now he cald aloud for him. 
Queme. Go then good Viwſeand certifie the King, 
Exit Pawſe, 

Oh what is worldly pompe,all men muſt dic, 
And woe aml for Bewfords heauy end. 
But why mourne I for him, whit thou art heere ? 
Sweete Suffolke hie:thee hence to France, 
For if the King do:come,thou ſure muſt die. 

Suff.Andit 1 gol cannor live : but heereto die, 
VVhat were it elſe, but like apleaſantſlumber inthy lap? 
Heere could 1 breathe my ſoule intotheayre, 
65 tnilde and-gent)e-#5 the new borne babe, 
Thathes with mothers: dug betweene his lips, 


| 
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VVhere from my fight [ſhould be raging madde, 
and call for thee to cloſe mine eyes, 


Or with thy lips to topmy dying ſoule, 
That] mi oh 


tbreathe it ſo imothy:body, 


U 
NI : a "a. \ l * p. 
Foe by ©, HS 


. Thetontention Sore two famous Houſes, 
And then it liu'd in ſweere Elyziam; 
By thee to die,were bur to dye in ieaft, | 
' From thee to dye, were torment more then death, 
Oh,let me + (Hr what may befall. 
—_— mightſt thou ſtay with ſafety ofthy life, 
Then ſhouldſi thou ſtay,bur heauens deny it, 
And therefore go,but hope ere long to be repeald, 
Suff.1 goc.. | 
Queene, And take my heart with thee, 
| She hifſeth him. 
Suff. A iewell lockt into the wofulſt caske, 
That euer yer containd a thing of worth, 
Thus like a ſplicted Barke,ſo funder we, | 
This way fall I to death, | Exit Suffolke. 
D neene,This way for me. Exit Queene, 


5 VG - ; RY + 


Enter King and Salisbury,and then the Curtaines be drawne, and the 
Ik is diſcouered m his bed, raning and ſtaring as if he were 


Car.Oh death, ifchouwilc let me liue but one whole yeare, 
Tle giue thee as much gold as will purchaſe ſuch another 1fland, 
King.Oh,ſfee'my Lord of Salisbury how he is troubled, 
Lord Cardinall,remember Chriſt muſt ſaue thy ſoule. 
Car, Why diedhenotin his bed? | 
What would you haue me todo then? 
Can I make men ljue whether chey will or no ? 
Sirra,go fetch me the poyſon which the Pothicary ſent me. 
Oh, ſee where Duke Humfries ghoſt doth ſtand, | 
And _ me in the face. rag 007 INE downe his haire, 
Sonow hee's againe': Oh,oh,oh.. 

Sal.See TATE: pangs of death dorh gripe his heart, 

King. Lord Cardinall.if thou diet affuredof heauenly bliſſe, 
Hold vpthy hand and make ſome figneto ys, Car, dies, 
Oh ſee he dyes, and:makes no figne at all, 
Oh God forgiue his ſoule, 

Sal.So bad an end did never none behold, 
But as his death,ſo was þis life inall, 


SG Torke and LancaFter, 
ing.Forveare to iudge, good Salsbury forbeare, 
Por God will iudge vs ai, 7 &, ABEL 
Go take him heace, and ſce his funerals perform'd, 

Exit ones. 


Alarmes within, and the Chambers bee diſcharged, lhe as it were « 
fight at ſea. And then enter the (aptaine of the ſhip, and the Ma- 


er, and the Maſters mate,and the Duke of Suffolk diſguiſed and 


others withhim or Water Whickmore, 
_—_ forward theſe priſoners that ſcorn'd to yeeld, 
Vnlade their goods with ſpeed,and fincke their ſhip, 
Here ——_— I giueto you. 
This other,the Maſters mate ſhall haue, 
And er Whickmore thou ſhalt have this man, 
And let them pay their ranſome ere they paſle, 
Swffolke.. Water | He ftarteth, 
Water How now, what doſt feare me 2 
Thou ſhalt haue better cauſe anon, 
S«f.Itis thy name affrights me,not thy ſelfe, 
I do remember well,a cunning wizzard told me, 
That by Water I ſhould dye : 
Yet let not that make thee bloody minded, 
Thy name being rightly ſounded, 
Is Gualter,not Walter. 
Walter,Gualter or Water,al's one to me, 
Iam the man wuſt bring thee ro thy death. 
Suff.l am a Gentleman,looke on my Ring, 
Ranſome me at what thou wilt, it ſhall be paid, 
Falter, I loſt mine eye in boording of the ſhip, 
And therefore ere I Merchant-like ſel] blood for gold, 
Then caſt me headlong downe into the ſea. | 
2.Priſos.,But what ſhall our ranſomes be ? 
Mai. A hundred pounds a peece eyther pay that or dye, 
2.77iſon. Then ſaue our lives,it ſhall be paide, 
W acer.Come firra,thy life ſhall be the raniome 1 wil haue, 
. Suff.Stay villaine,thy priſoner is a Prince, | 
F 3 The 


I Oo 


The contention of the two farmers Houſer, 
The Duke of Suffolke,i#:Hm de bc Pole, 
{«p.The Duke of Suffolke folded vp in rags. 
Swff.I fir, but rhefe rags are no parr of the- Duke, 
Tone ſornetirne went diſguiſde,and why not I? 
Cap.l, bur /one was neutr flaine as thou ſhalc be. 
$f Baſe! 2dy groome,King Henr/er blood, 
The honourable blood of Lancaſter, 
Cannot be ſhed by fuch « fowly fwraine, 
] amſent ambaſſador for the Queene to Prance, 
I charge thee waffe me croſle the channell ſafe. 


Cap.lle waffe thee to thy death,go Warertake him hence, £ 


And on our fotrg boates fide, chop off his head. 
Suff. Thou dar'ſt not for thine owne. 
(7 ap. Yes Pole, 
Suffolke. Pole. | 
Cap. I Pole,puddte, kennell,finke and durr, 
Ile top that yawning mouth of thine, 
Thoſe lips of thine that fo oft haue kiſt the 
Queene,ſhall ſweepe the ground, and thon that 
Smild'ſt at good Duke Hamfrice death, 
Shalr live no lortger to infe&theearrh, 2 
Swffolke.This villaine being but Captaine of a Pinnis, 
Threatens more _— then mighty Abradas, 
The great Macedonian Pyrate, 
Thy words addes fury and not remorſein me. 
Cap.I but my deeds ſhallftay rhy fury ſoone, 
Suffolke.Haſt not thou waired at my Frencher, 
When we haue feafted with Queene Afargaret ? 
Haſt not thou kiſt thy hand,and held my fticrop 2 
and bare-head plodded by my footclooth Mule, 
and thought thee happy when I fmilde on ther 7 
This hand bath writ inthy defence, © 
Then (hall I charmt thee, hold thy lauiſh tongue, 
Cap. Away with him ater, ] 


Suff, Firſt let this necke Roupe to the #xes ed 
Before this kneedo oj to 3g, 4 fy 


and off with his head. 
1.Priſes.Good my Lotd,entreate him mildly for your life. 


| Save 


| 
| 
: 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Yorks end ZaRcaFer. 
Sauetothe God of heauen,and to my King : 
Suffolkes imperiall rongue cannot plead 
To ſuch a Iadie groome, 

Water, Come, come, why do we let him ſpeake ? 
I long to haue his head for ranſome of mine eye. 

Suff. A Swordar and Bandetro flane 
Murthered ſweete Tully, 

Brutus baſtard hand aaba Iultus Czſar, 
And Suffolke dyes by Pirates on the feas. 
Exi Suffolke and Water. 

Cap. Off with his head, and fend it cothe Queene, 

And ranſomleffe this priſoner ſhall go free, 

To ſee it ſafe delivered vnte her. - 

Come lets go, Exit onmes. 
Enter two of the Rebels with long ftanes, 

George, Come away Nicke, and put along ftaffe inchy pike, & 
prouidethy ſelfe, for I can tell thee, they haue bene vp this two 
dayes, 

Nicks Then they had more neede to go to bed now, 
But firra George, what's the matter ? 
George, Why firra, Iack Cade the Dier of Afford heere, . 
He meanes to turne this land, and fet a new nap on't. 

Nicke. 1 marry he had need ſo, for tis growne threa-bare, 
Twas neuer merry world with ys, fince theſe Gentlemen came 
VP. 

FRY E warrant thee thou ſhalt never fee a Lord wearea [ca- 
ther apron now a-daies, | 

Nicke. Bur firra,who comes elſe befide Iacke Cade ?- 

George. Why there's Dicke the butcher, and Robin the Sadler, 
and Will that came a wooing to our Nan laſt Sunday,and Hatry 
and Tom, and Gregory that ſhould have your Parnill, & a great 
fort more is come ot Rocheſter, and from Maidftone & Can- 
terbury,and all the townes hereabours,and we muſt be al Lords 
or Squires, aſſoone as Iacke Cade is King, . 

Nicke. Harke,harke,] heare the Drum, they be comming. 

Enter Iacke Cade, Dicks Butcher, Robm, Will, Tom, 


Harry 01d the MY func, 


Cane, . 


| The contention of the two fainone 

(ade. Proclaime fence, . 

All. Silence, | 7 | 

Cade. I Tohn Cade, ſo named for my valiancy, 

Dicke. Or rather for ſtealing of a cade of ſprats, 

Cade, My father, was a Mortimer, 

Dicke. He was an honeſt man,and a good bricke-layer, 

Cade. My mother came of the Lacies. 

Nicke. She was a Pedlers ar ha indeed, & ſold many laces, 

Robin. And now being not able to occupy her furr'd packe, 
She waſheth'buckes vp and downe the countrey, 

{ ade. Therefore I am hogourably borne. 

Harry. 1 the field is honourable, for hee was borne vnder a 
hedge, becauſe his father had no other houſe but the cage. 

Cade. I am able to enduremuch., | 

George. That's true, I know he can endure any thing, 

For I haue ſcene him whipt two market dayes togither. 

Cady, I feare neither ſword nor fire. | 

Will. He neede not feare the ſword, for his coate is of proofe. 

Dicks. Bur methinkes he ſhould feare the fire, being fo often 
burnt inthe hand,for ſtealing of ſheepe. 

Cade. Therefore be braue,for your Captain is braue,8 vowes 
reformation : you ſhall haue ſcuen halfepeny loaues for a penny, 
andthe three hoopt pot ſhall have ten hoopes, and ix ſhalbe fel- 
lony to drinke ſmall beere, if 1 be King,as King I will be. 

All. God (aue your Maieſty. 

Cade. I thanke you good people, you ſhall all cate and drinke 
of my ſcore, and goall inmy livery ; and wee'll haue no writin 
bur the ſcore and the Tally,and there ſhall be no lawes bur ſuc 
as come from my mouth, 

Dicke, Wee ſhall haue ſore lawes then, for he was thruſt into 
the mouth the other day. 

Geo, ] and ſtinking law too, for his breath Rinkes ſo, that one 
cannot abide it, | 
Enter Will with the Clarke of Chatt ans. 

i, Oh Caprtaineza prize, 

(ade. Who's that mall? | 

#+1,"he Clarke of Chattam, he can write and reade and caft 
| accounts 


Hogſes, 


ally. 


Yorke and Lanedter. 
account, Frooke him ſerting of boyes copies, and he has a book 
in his pocket withred letters, - | 
Cade, Zounds he's a Coniurer, briog him hither, 
Now fir, what's your name ? 
Clarke, Emanuell fir,agd it ſhall pleaſe ye, 
Dicke. It will go hard with you [tell ye, 
For they vie to write that orethe top of Letters, 
Cade, What do ye vie to write your name? Or do-you as anci- 
ent forefathers haue done, vſe the ſcore andthe Tally ? 
Clarke. Nay truly fir, Ipraiſe God.Ihavue bene ſo wel broght 
vp, that I can write mine owne name. | 
Cade, Oh he has confeſt, go hang him with his pen and inke- 
F- horne about his necke, Exit one with the Clarke, 
by Enter Tom. 
Tom, . Captaine, Newes,newes,fir Hwmfrey Stafford and his 
brother are coming with the Kings power,& mean to kil ys all, 
Cade, Let them come, he's bur a Knight is he? 
. Tom. No, no, he's but a Knight, 
Cade. Why then to equall him, Ile make my ſelfe Knight, 
Kneele downe John Mortcmer, 
' Riſe vp fir Ion. Martemer. | 
Is there any more of them that be Knighcs ? 
Tow, I his brother, | 
{ade. Then knecle downe Dicke Butcher. 
He knights him, 
Riſe vp fir Dicke Butcher. Now ſound vp the drum, . 


| Enter Sir Humfrey Stafford and big Brother, with 
Drum and Soldiers, 
Cade, As for theſe filken coated laues, Ipaſſe notapin, 
Ts to you good people that [ _ | 
Staf. Why Country-men, what meane you thus in troopes, . 
To follow this rebellious Traitor Cade? 
Why his Father was a brick-layer. . 
Cade. Well, and Adam was a Gardiner, what then ? 
Bur I come ofthe Mortemers. 
Stef. 1, the Duke of Yorke:hath taught you that. . 


Cade:: 


of obt two fam Houſes, 

Cate, Tix Duke of Yorkeynay Hearnt irmy felfe,” 
For looke you, Roger Mortimer the Barte of Manch, 
Marricd the Dake of Claretice daughrer, 

Staf. Well, thar's true : But what thens _ 

Cade. And by her tit had xewo children x a birth, 

Staf. That's falſe, © 

(ade. I, but bfay th true, 

Al, Whiy thewtris true, 
| (ade. Andoheof therh was Rolne away by a begger-woman, 
And that was my father, and T'am his ſonne, 

Deny it and you can. ; 

Witke. Nay looke you, I know'was'true ; 

For his f#cher buitc a chimney in my fathers houſe, 
And the brickes are aliue atthis day to reſtifye it. 

Cie. Bir:docft thou heare'Stafford, tell the King, that for his 
fathers ſake, in'whoſe time boyes phydear ſpan-counter wich 
French Crownes, I am cotitent that he ſhall be King aslong as 
he liues : marry alwaies provided, le beProteQor ouer him, 

Staf. O monſtrous fimplicity. | 

Cade. And tell him, wee'll haute the Lord Sayer head, and the 
Duke of Somerſers, for delivering vpthe Dukedomes'of »/ey 
and Mayne, and ſelling the Townes in France: by which means 
England hath bene maim'd euer fince,and gone #9 itwere with a 
crutch, but that my puiffance held 'it vp. And beſides, they can 
ſpeake French,an Seraldve they-art Traitors, 

Staf. As how [prethee ? 

Cade, Why the Frenchmen are our enemies, be they not? 
And then can hethar ſpeakes with the'rongueof menemy be a 
good ſubic&? Anſwere te to'thar, | 
. Staf. Wal firra, wilt thou yeeld thy ſelfe vnto'the Kings mer - 
cy,and he wil pardon thee and theſe, their omrapes and revelli- 
ous deeds ? EN | 2 

Cade. Nay, bid the King come to me'andhe will, and thenTle 
wy ws him, or otherwaies tle hauchis Crownetell hinn, ere ir 

elong, | 

Staf. Go a peodeiceie all theKings Towties, 


That thoſe that will theRebadl Cate, - 


Theco 


Shall 
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-.. Yorke and 
Shall haue free pardon from his Maieſty. 
Exit Stafford and b 15 men. 


Cade. Come (irs,$.George for vs and Kent, Exit omnes, 


Alar mes to the battell, where ſir Humfrey Stafford and bu brother 
are both ſlaine, Then enters Iacke Cade 
againe, and the reſt. 

Cade. Sir Dicke Butcher, thou haſt fought to day moſt yali- 
antly, and knockt them down as if thou had(t bin in thy flaugh- 
rer-houſe, and thus I will rewardchee : The Lent (hall bee as 
long againe as it was, and thou ſhalt haue licenſe to kil for four- 
ſcore and one a weeke, Drum ſtrike vp, xfor now weel march to 
London, and to morrow I mean to fit in the Kings ſeat at Weſt- 


minſter, Exit ommes 
Enter the King reading of a Letter, and the Q ugene with the 
Duke of Saf s bead, andthe Lord Say, 
with others, | 


King. Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother is ſlaine, 
And the Rebels march'amaine toe London. 
Go backe to them, and tell them thus from me, 
le come and patley with their Generall, 
Yet ſtay, Ilereade the Letter once againe ; 
Lord Say, Iacke Cade hath folemnly yow'd to haue thy head, 

Say. I,buc I hope your highneſſe ſhall haue his. 

King. How now Madam, till lamenting and mourning for 
Suffolkes death 7I feare my Loue if I had bin dead,thou woldſt 
not haue mourn'd ſo much for me. 

Qs, No my loue, I ſhould not mourne, bur dye for thee, 

Enter a Meſſenger. | 
Meſ. Oh flye my Lord, the Rebels are entred Southwarke, 
And haue almoſt wonne the Bridge, 
Calling your Grace an vſurper : 
And that monſtrous Rebell Cade, hath ſworne 
To crowne himſelfe King in Weſtminſter, 
Therefore flye my Lord,and poſt 933 AION 

Kmyg. Go bid Buckinghatn and Clifford, gather 
'An aswy vp, and meete with the Rebels, | 

| G | | Come 


The contention of the two famous Houſes, 
Come Madame, let vs haſte to Killingworth, 
Come on Lord Say,go thou along with vs, 
For feate the Rebell Cade do finde thee our. 
Sap. My innocence my Lord ſhall pleadefor me, 
And therefore withyour highneſle leave, lle tay behind, 
King.Euen as thou wilt my Lord Say : 
Come Madam, let vs go. Exit omnes 


Enter the Sord Shayles vpon the Tower A 
| walles walking. ;z 

L.Skajles, How now, is Iacke Cade ſlaine ? F 

1.{it. No my Lord, nor likely to be ſlaine, £ 
For they haue wonne the bridge, | 
Killing all thoſe that withſtand them. p 
The-Lord Mayor craueth aide of your honor from the Tower, 
Todefend the City fromthe Rebels. 

Lord Ska. Such aide as I can ſpare, you ſhall command, Fa 
But Iam troubled heere with them my ſelfe, 
The Rebels haue attempred to winthe Tower, 
Bur get youto Smithfield and gather head, o 
And thither will I ſend you Mathew Goffe: 1 
Fight for your King, your Countrey,and your lives, 

And fo farewell;for I muſt hence againe, 
Exit ones, 


Emer Iacke Cads, and the reft,, and ſtrikes bis ſword vpen 
"= »ſtone, » 
Cade. Now is © opmati, pe of this City, 
And now fitting ypon London ſtone, We command, 
Thar the firſt yeare of our reigne; 
The 209% EI runnothing butred wine, 
And now benceforward, it ſhall beetreaſon. 
For any that calles me any otherwiſe then 


Lord Mortemere --. -; 78 
| Enter 4 ſouldier.. 
Soul, Tacke Cadey,lacke Cade. 
Cade. Zounds knocke him downe.. 

: Dicke- My,Loxd, 


Yorke and Lancaſter. 
Ther's an Army gathered together into Smithfield, 
Cade, Come then, let's go fight with them, 
But firſt go on and fer London-bridge a fire, 
And if you can, burne downe the Tower too. 


Comelet's away. Exit omnes 
Alarmes, and then Mathew Goffe is ſlaimne, and all the reſt 
with him, Then enter Iacke Cade a- 
gaine and by company. 


Cade. So (irs, now go and pull downe the Sanoy, 
Others to the Innes of Courr, downe with them all. 

Dick, 1 haue a ſute ynto your Lordſhip, 

Cade. Be it a Lordſhip Dicke, and thou ſhalt haue ir 
For that word, 

Dicke.That we may go burne all the Records, 
And that all writing way be put downe, 
And nothing vſed but + & ſcoreand Tally. 

Cade, Dicke itſhall be ſo, and henceforward all things ſhall 

be in common, 

And in Cheapſide ſhall my palphrey go to graſſe. 

Why iſt not a miſerable thing, that of the skin of an innocent 
Lambe parchment ſhould be made,& then with a little blorting 
ouer with inke,a man ſhould vndo himſelfe. 

Some ſaies tis the bees that ſting, bur I ſay tis their waxe,for 
I am ſure I neuer ſeal'd ro any thing bur once, andI was neuer 
mine owne man fince, | 

Nick. But when ſhall we take vp thoſe commodities 
Which you told vs of, 

Cade, Marry he that will luſtily Rand to it, ſhall take vp theſe 
commodities following: Item,a gown,a kirtle, a petticoat, and 
a ſmocke, Enter George. 

Geor, My Lord,aprize,a prize,heres the Lord Say, 

Which ſold the Townes in France. 

Cade, Come hither thou Say, thou George, thou Buckrum 
Lord,What anſwer canft thou make ynto my mighcineſſe, for 
delivering vp the Townes in France to Mounfier bus mine cue, 
the Dolphin of France ? 

G3 | And 


The contention of the two famons Houſes, 
And more then ſo, thou haſt moſt traitorouſly ereed a Gram. 
mar ſchoole, to infe& the youth ofthe Realme, and againſtthe 
Kings Crowne and dignity, thou haſt buile vp a paper Mill; nay 
it will bee faide to thy face, that thou keep'ft meninthy houſe 
that daily teads of bookes with red letters, & talks of a Nowne 
and a Verbe, and ſuch abhominable words as no Chriſtian eare 
is able ro endure it, 

And beſides all this, thou haſt appointed certaine juſtices of 
the Peace, in euery ſhire, to hang honeſt men thar ſteal for their 
living, and becauſe they could not reade, thou haſt hung them 
yp : onely far which cauſe,they were moſt worthy to liue, 

Thou rideſt on a foot-cloth, doſttrhou nor ? 

Say. Yes, what ofthat ? 

Cade. Marry I ſay, thou oughteſtnot to let thy horſe weare a 
cloake, when an honeſter man then thy ſelfe, goes in his hoſe & 
doublet, 

Say. You men of Kent.| 
_ Ml, Kent, what of Kent ? 

Say. Nothing, but Bona terra. 

Cade, Bonumteram, 2ounds what's that ? 

— Dicks. He tpeakes French, 

Fill, No tis Dutch, | 

Nicke, No tis Ouralian, I know it well enough.; 

Say. Kent (in the Commemaries Czlar wrote) 

Tetm'd it theciuilſt place of allthis Land : 
Then Noble Country-men heare me but ſpeake, 
I ſold not France, nor-loft I Normandie, -* _ 

Cade. But wherefore doſt thou ſhake thy head ſo? 

Say, Ir is the palfie, and not feate chat makes me, | 

Cade, Nay, thou noddfi-thyhead at vs, as who wouldfi ſay, 
Thou wilt be even with me if thou getſt away : 

Bur ile makethee fureenough nowIT have thee, -. 

Go take him to the ſtandard in Cheape»frdeg1atidchoppe off hjy 
heed, and thetrgoto-Mile-end greene to fir[James Cromer his 
for) irs Live, and cur ofFhis headtoo, and bring them come vp4 
porriwo poles preſencly, Away with lum. 

; _ Exitoneer twowith the Lord Say; 
« L There 


of Yorke and LancaRer, 
There ſhall not a Nobleman weare a head on his ſhoulders, 
But he ſhall pay me tribute for it, 
Y m_ ſhall not a maide be married, but he ſhall fee ro mee 
or her. 


Mayden-head or elle, Ile baue it my ſelfe : 


Marry I will chat married men ſhall hold of me in capite, 
And that their wiues ſhall be as free as heart can think,or toong 

can tell, 

| Enter Robin, 
Rob, O Captaine, London-bridge is a fire. 
Cad. Runne to Billing(gate, and fetch Pitch and Flaxe, and 
quench it. 
Enter Dicke and a Sargeavr. 

Sargeant. lultice, juſtice, I pray you fir, let me haue juſtice of 
this fellow hcere. 

(ade. Why what has he done? 

Sarg, Alas fir he has rauiſht my wife. 

Dick, Why my Lord he would haue reſted me, 
AndI went and centred my Aion in his wives paper houſe, 

Cade, Dicke follow thy (ute in her common place. 
Your horſon villaine, you are a Sergeant, you'l 
Take any man by the throate for twelue pence : 
And reſt a man when he is at dinner, 
And haue him to priſon ere the meare be out on's mouth, 
Go Dicke take him hence, and cut out his trongue-for cogging, 
Hough him for ruoning, and to conclude, 
Brauc him with his owne mace, 

Exit with the Sargeant, 
Enter two with the Lord Sayes head, and iy [ames 
(romers, vpon two poles, | 
So, come carry them before me, and at euery lanes end,let them: | 
kiſſe rogether. y 
Enter the Duke of Buckingham, and Lord Clifford, the 

Clif. Why Countrey-men, and wartike friends of Kent, 

What meanes theſe mutmous rebellions, 


Thar you ia t es do muſter thus your ſelues,. 


The contention of the two famous Houſer, 
Vnder the condu& of this Traitor Cade ? 
To riſe againſt your Soueraigne Lord and King, 
Who mildly hath his pardon ſent toyou, 
If you forſake this monſtrous Rebell heere ? 
If honor bethe marke whereat you ayme, 
Then haſt to France that our fore-fathers won, 
Aud win againe that thing which now is loſt, 
And leaue to ſeeke your Countries overthrow. 
All. A Clifford, a Clifford, 
T hey forſake Cade 


Cade. Why how now, wil you forſake your general, 
And ancient freedome which you haue poſſeſi? 
To bend your neckes-ynder their ſeruile yokes, 
Who if you ſtir,will traight way hang you vp. 
But follow me, and you ſhall pull them downe, 
And make them yeeld their liuings to your hands. 
All. A Cade, a Cade. . 
They run to Cade againe, 
(tf. Brave warlike friends, heare me but ſpeake, 
Refuſe not good whil ir is offered you : 
The King is mercifull, then-yeelde to him, 
And 1 my ſelfe will go along with you 
To Winſore Caftle,whereas the King abides, 
And on mine honour you ſhall have no hurt. 
All, AClifford,a Clifford, God ſaue the King. 
Cade, How like a feather is thisraſcall company 
Blowne euery way ? 
Bur that they may ſce there wants no valiancy in me, 
My Raffe ſhall make way throughthe midſt of you, 
And ſoa poxe take youall, 
He runs through them with bis ſtaffe, 
and then flies away. 


Buc. Go ſome and make after him, and proclaime, 
That thoſe that can bring the head of Cade, 


Shall haue a thouſand Crownes for his labour, 
Come march away. S Exit om, 


Exter 


of Yorke and LancaFer, : 
Enter King Henry, and the Dneene, and Somerſet, 

King, Lord Somumerſet, what newes heare you of the Rebell 
Cade ? 

Som. This my gracious Lord, that the Lord Say is done to 
death, and the City is almoſt ſackt, | 

King. Gods will be done,for as he hath decreed,ſo muſt it be: 
And be as he pleaſe,to (top the pride of thoſe rebellious men, 

Ln, Had the noble Duke of Suffolke bene alive, 

The Rebell Cade had bene ſuppreſt ere this, 
And all thereſt that do take part with him. 
Enter the Duke of Buckingham and Clifford, with the Re= 
bels,with balters about their neckes. 

Cliff. Long liue King Henry, Englandslawfull King : 

Loe beere my Lord, theſe Rebels are ſubdude, 
And offer their liues before your highneſle feete. 

King. But tell me Clifford, is their Captaine heere, 

Clif. No my gracious Lord, he is fled away, but proclamati- 
ons are ſent forth, that he that can but bring his head ſhall haue 
a thouſand crownes. But may it pleaſe your Maieſty to pardon 
theſe their faults, that by cheſs traitors means were thus miſled, 

King.Stand vp you imple men, and giue Godpraiſe, 

For you did take in hand you know not what, 
And goin peace obedient to your King, 
Andliue as ſubieQs, and you ſhall nor want, 
WhilR Henry lives, and weares the Engliſh Crowne. 
Alt. God ſaue the King,God ſaue the King. 
King. Come ler vs haſt to London now with ſpeede, 
Thar ſolemne proceſhonsmay be ſung, 
In laud and honor of the. God of heauen,. 
And triumphs of this happy viRorie. Exit onmes 
Emer lacke { ade at one doore, and at the other, CH, Alexander 
Eyden and his men, and lacke Cade lies down pic- 
| king of hearbes A them, 
Ejden.Good Lord how pleaſant is this country life, 
This lirtle land my father.left me heere, 
Wirh my contented minde,ſerues me as well,, 


As all the pleaſurcs in the Court can yeeld, 
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The contentian af the two famons Houſes, 
Nor would I change this pleaſure forthe Court. 

Cade. Lounds, heere's the Lord of the ſoyle : Stand .villaine, 
thou wilt betray me tothe King, and get a thouſand Crownes 
for my head: but ere thou ry, ile make thee eate yron like an 
Eſtridge, and ſwallow my [word like a great pin. 

Eyden. Why ſawey companion, why ſhould I betray thee ? 
It not enough thac thou baſt broke my hedges, 

And enter'd into my ground, without the leaue of me the owner 
Bur thou wilt braue me too. . 

{ade Braue thee and beard thee 100, by the beſt blood of the 
Realme. . Looke on me well, I haue cate no meat this fiue daies, 

et if do not leaue thee and thy five men as dead as a dore naile, 

pray God I may never eate grafſe more. 

Eyden, Nay, it (hall neuer be faid whilſt the world Rands, 
That Alexander Eyden an Eſquire of Kent, 

Tooke oddes to combate with a famifhe man. 
Looke on me, my limbes are equall vnto thine, 
Andeuery way as bigge: then hand to hand 

Ile combat with thee. Sirra, ferch me weapons, 
And Rand you all afide, 

Cade. NowTword, if thou doſt not hew this burly-bon'd churl 
into chines of beefe, I would thou might fall into ſome Smiths 
hand, and be turn'd to hobnailes, 

Eyden. Come on thy way, 

| They fight ,and ( ade fals downe, 

Cade. Oh Villaine,thou haſt ſlaine the flower of Kent for chi- 
ualry, butit is famine and not thee that has done it, For come 
ten thouſand diuels, and giue me but the ten meales that I wan- 
ted this five dayes, and ile fight with you all, And ſoa poxerot 
thee, for TJacke Cade muſt dye. Fe ayes. 


Eden, Jacke Cade: And was this that monſtrous rebel which 
. I have ſlaine?. 6D 2=33. 1: $i : 
Oh ſword,ile honour thee for-this,and in my chamber 
Shalr thouhang as a monument toafter age, "Or 
For this py eruice thou haſt done ro me. 


Ile drag himhence, and with ray {word 


Cur off his head,and beare it tothe King. ; Exit, 
at . Emer 


Yorke and LancaFer. 
Enter the Duke of Yorke with Drum and Soldiours. 
Yorke, In armes'from Ireland comes Yorke amaine, 

Ring belles aloud, bonfires perfume the ayre, 

To entertaine faire Englands royall King, 

Ah Santia Maiefta,who would not buy thee deare 2 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham, 

But ſoft, who comes heere,Buckingham, what newes with him 7 
Back, Yorke, ifthou meane well,] greety thee ſo. 
Yorke, Humphrey of Buckioghamweelcding Iſweare : 

Whar,comes thou inloue,or as a Mflenger ? 

 Bock,1 come as a Meſlenger fr6 our dread Lord & ſouerai gne, 

Henry. To know the reaſon of theſe armes in peace ? 

Or that thou being a ſubieRasIam, 

Shouldft thus approch ſoneare with colours ſpread, 

Whereas the perſon of the King doth keepe ? 

Torke, AſubieRtasheis! 

Oh how I hate theſe ſpitefull abie& rearmes, 

Burt Yorke diflemble, till thou meete thy ſonnes, 

Who now in Armes expect their fathers ſight, 

And not farre hence I know they cannot be, 

Humfrey Duke of Buckingham,pardon me, 

That I anſwer'd not at ms minde was troubled, 

I came to remoue that monſtrous rebell Cade, 

And heaue proud Somerſet from eut the Courr, 

That baſely yeelded vp the Townes in France. 

Buck, Why thar was preſumption on thy behalfe, 

But if it beno or ethen {o, 

| The King doth pardon thee,and granſt to thy requeſt, 

And Somerſet is ſent vnto the Tower. 

Tore. Vpon thine honourisir ſo? 
Bruck. Yorke he isypon minechonour. 7 

- Yorke. Then beforethy face, Fheere diſmiſle my troopes, 

Sirs,meete me to morrow in Saint —_ fields, 

And there you ſhall recejue your pay of me. 

2 ' ExitSoldiors. 


Buck,Come Yorke,thou (halt gopeake ynto the King, 
But ſeehis grace is comming ro meece _ Vs. 


Enter 


The contention of the two famons Houſes, 


Emer King Henry, 
King, How now Buckingham,is Torke friends with vs, 
That thus thou bring him hand in hand with thee 2 
Buck, He is wy Lord,and hath diſcharg'd his troopes, 
Which came with him,bur as yu Grace did ay, 


To heaue the Duke of Somerlet from hence, | 

And to ſubduethe Rebels that were vp. : 
King.Then welcome couſin Yorke, giue me thy band, : 

And thankes for thy great ſeruice done to vs, £ 

Againſt thoſe traiterous Iriſh that rebeld, Z 
| Emer (Maſter Eyden with Iacke Cades bead, | £ 


Eyden,Lon pe King Henry in triumphant peace, 

Loe heere my Lord vpon my bended knees, 

I heere preſent the traiterous head of (ade, 

That hand to hand in fingle fight I flue. _ 

King.Firſt thanks to heauen,and next to thee my friend, 

That haſt ſubdude that wicked traitor thus. 

Oh let me ſee that head that in his life 

Did worke me and my land ſuch cruellpight, 

A viſage ſterne,cole blacke his curled lockes, 

Deepe trenched furrowes in his frowning brow, 

Preſageth warlike humots-inbis life. 

Heere take it hence, and thou for thy reward 

Shalt beimmediately created Knight, F 

| Kneele downe my friend,and tellme what's thy name ? | 5 
Eyden. Alexander Eyden,if it pleaſe your Grace, E 

A poore Eſquireof Kent;!r 2 (ie + 01h E: 

King,Then riſe vp Alexander Eyden,night; 
And for thy maintenance,] freely giue- - $ / 

A thouſand markes a yeareto:maintainethee, - "0 e 

Befide the firme xeward that was proclaim'd, [dee E: 

For thoſe that covld performethis worthy a&e, 

And thou ſhalt waite vpon the perſon.ofthe King, 
Eydes.l lumbly thanke your grace,and Ino longer liue, 

Then I'proueiuſt and loyallto my King, 


Exit, 
Emer 
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Yorke and Lancater. 
| Enter the Dpeene with the Dake of S omer (et, 
King.O Buckingham,ſce where Somerſet comes, 
Bid him go hide himſelfe till Torke be gone, 
en, He ſhall not hide himfelfe for feare of Y. orks, 
But beard and braue him proudly to his face. 
Yorks. Who's that,proud Somerſet at liberty ? 
Baſe fearefull Henry that thus diſhonor'ſt me, 
By heauen,thou ſhalt not gouerne ouer me: 
I cannot brooke that Traitors preſence here, 
Nor will I ſubie&be to ſuch a King, 
That knowes not how to gouernenor to rule, 
Reſigne thy, Crowne proud Lancaſter to me, 
That chou vidrped haſt ſo long by force, 
For now is Yorke reſolu'd to claime his owne, - 
And riſe aloft iato faire Englands Throne, 
Somer.Proud traitor,lI areſt thee on high treaſon, 
Againſt thy ſoueraigne Lord,yeeld thee Filſe Yorke, 
For heere I ſweare thou ſhalt vntothe Tower, 
For theſe proud words which thou haſt giuen the King, 
King.Thou art deceiu'd,my ſonnes ſhall be my baile, 
And ſend thee there in deſpight of him. 
Hoe,where are you boyes ? 


 Queene,Call Clifford hither preſently, 


Enter the Duke of Yorkgs ſounes, Edward the Earle of March, aud 
* crooke-backe Richard at the one doore,with Drum and Soldiers: & 
at the other doore, enter Clifford and his ſonne, with Drumme and 
Soldionrs,and Clifford kneeles to Henry and ſpeakes” 
(liff.Long live my noble Lord, and ſoueraigne King, 
Yorke. We thanke thee Clifferd, 
Nay,do not affright vs with thy lookes, 
If thou didſt miſtake,we pardon thee, kacele againe, 
(liff.Why,I did no way miſtake, this is my King, 
What is he mad ? To bedlam with him. 
King.I,a bedlam franticke humor driues him thus 
To leuic armes againſt his lawfull King. 


Clif.Why dothnot your grace ſend him tothe Tower ? 
if. Why your grace ered ge” 


The contention of the two famons Houſes, 
Queene,He is arreſted, but will not obey, 

His ſonnes he ſaith, ſhall be his baile, 
Yorke, How ſay you boyes,will you nor ? 
Edward. Yes noble father, if our words will ſerue, 
Richard, And if our words will nor,our ſwords ſhall. 
Yorke.Call hither co the ftake,my two rough Beares. 
King.Call Buckergham,and bid him arme himſelfe, 
Yorke.Call Buckingbam and all the friends rhou haſt, 


Both thou and they ſhall cutſe this fatall houre. 


Enter at one doore,the Earles of Salisbury and Warwicke, with Drum 


and Soldionrs, And at the other doore, the Dukes of BuckinghamL-, 


with Drum and Soldiours, 


Cliff. Are theſe thy. Beates ? wee baite them ſoone, 
Deſpight of thee, and all the friends thou haſt, 
tar,You had beſt go dteame ageine, 
To keepe you from the ternpeſt of the field. 
Clif.1 am reſohi'd to beare a greater ſtore, 
Then anythou canſt conjure vp to day, 
And that ile write vpon thy Burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy houſhould badge, 
War.Now by my fathers age,olde Neuils creſt, 
The rampant Beare chaind to the ragged ſtaffe, 
This day tie wearealoft my burgoner, 
As on a Mounraine top the Cedar ſhowes, 


That Keepes his feanes in ſpight of any ftorme 
PneeA krthee or iy hin . 

Clif. Sedo thy burgonet will Trend the beare, 
And tread him vnder foote with all contempt, 
Deſpight the beare-ward that proteQs himſo. 

Yong Clif. Ando retowned Soueraigne to armmes, 
To crayons I their complices. - 

Rihard,Fie,Charity for ſhame, ſpeakeitnotinſpi 
For you ſhall fup wich teſas Chef condo, Pig, 

Tong Clif. Foule Stigmatickethou canftner tell, 

Rich.No for ifnort in heaven, youTſurely fup in hell; 


omxes, 
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Alarmes v0 ile, and then enter the Duke of Sornerſet and Ri- 
_ fighting, and Rithard kils him under the ſigne of the Caſtle 
#2 SH, Albones, 


Rich.So,Lie thou there,and tumble in thy blood, 
What's heere,the {igne of the Caſtle ? MN 2 
Then the Propheſie 1s come to paſſe, 
For Somerſet was fore-warnd of Caſtles, 
The which he alwayes did obſerve, if 3 


| And now behold,vnder apaltry Ale-hovſeſigne, 


The Caſtle in S. Albones, 
Somerſet hath made the Wizzard famous by his death, Exit, 


Alarmes againe, and enter the Earle of Warwicke alone, 


Warwick, Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwicke cals, 
And if thou doſt not hide thee from the beare, 
Now whilſt che angry/Trumpets ſound alarmes, 
And dead mens cries do fill the empty aire : 
Clifford I ſay, come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarſe with calling thee to armes, - 


Clifford ſpeakes within, 
Clif. Warwicke ſtand ill, and viewthe way that Clifford 
hewes with his murthering Curtelax ,throgh the fainting troops 


to finde thee our, 
Warwicke ſtand till, and Rir not till I come; 


Enter Yorke, 
Yar, How now my Lord,whata foote ? 
Who kild your horſe ? 
Yorke. The deadly hand of Clifford, Noble Lord, 
Fiue horſe this day flaine ynder me; 
And yet braue Warwicke I remaine aliue, 
Bur I did kill his horſe helon'dſowell,. 


The benieſt gray thatere-was bred in North. . 
| PF Emer 


T he contention of the two famans Houſes, 

Hold arwicke,and ſeeke chee out ſome other chaſe, 
My ſelfe will hunt this Deare ro death, | 
 War.Braue Lord,rtis for a Crowne thou fights, 
Clifford farwell,as 1intend to proſper well to day, 


It grieues my ſoule to leaue thee enaſlailde, 


| Exit Warwitke, 
Yorke. Now Clifford, fmce we are {angled heerc alone, 
Be this the day of doometo one of ys, 
For now my heart hath (worne immorrall hate 
To thee, and all the houſe of Lancafter. 
.. Cliffrrd, And heere I tand,and pitch my foote to thine, 
Vowing neuer to ſtir,till thou or 1 be ſlaine. 
 Forneuerſhall-my hearc be fate at reſt; - 
Till I haue ſpoild the hatefull houſe of Yorke. 
Alarmes and they fight and Torks kils Clifford, 
Yorkg.Now Lanegfter le (ure, thy finewes ſhrinke, 
Come fearcfull Henry grouelling.on-thy face, | 
Yeeld vp thy Crowne vngo the Prince of Torke. 


Alarmes then enter young Clifford alone. 
Yong Clifford, Father of ,Cumberland, - 
VVherel may ſeeke my aged Father forth ? 
Oh diſrall ight,ſee where he breathleſlſe lies, 
All fmeard and weltred inhis lake-warme blood, 
Ah,aged pillar of all Cumberlands true houſe, 
Sweete fathergto thy murdred ghoſt I ſweare 
Immorrall hate ynto the houſe of Torke , 
Norneuer ſhall I ſleepe ſecure one night, 
Till I have furiouſly reuendpe thy death, 
And left not one o Faramegs hs Raps earth, 
He takes him vp on hu backe. 
And thus as old 4nkiſes ſonne did beate - MT. be 
His aged father on his manly backe, TY 
And fought with him againſt the bloody Greekes, 
Euen ſo will I, But ſtay,heer's one of them, - | -//j/| 
To whom my ſoule hath ſwore immortall hate; + 


Exit Yorke, 
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SY Yorke end Lancafter, | 
Enter Richard, and then Clifford layes downe his father, fightes with 
him, and Richard flies away ns TN 


Out crook'd-backe villaine, get thee from my fight, 
But I will after thee, and once againe: 
(WhenT haue borne my father to his Tent) 


Ile try my fortune better with thee yer. 
Exit yong Cliffordwith his Father, 


eAlarmes againe, and then enter three or foure, bearing the Dake 
of Buckingham wounded to his Tent, 


Alarmes ſtill, and they enter the King and © neene, 
ueene, Away my Lord, and flyst9-Londonraight, 
Make haſt, for vengeance comesalong with them: 
Come, ſtand not ro expoſtulate, let's go. 
King. Come then faire Queene, to Londonler ys haſt, 
And ſummon yp a Parliament with ſpecde, 


To ſtop the fury of theſe dyre euents, 
Exit King and Queene. 


Alarmes,and then a Mriſh, and enter the Duke of 
Yorke, Edward,and Richard, 
Yorke. How now boyes, fortunate this fight bath bene, 


I hope to vs and ours, for Englands good, 


- Andour great honour, that ſo long we loſt, 


Whilſt faint-heart Henry did yſurpe our rights. . 

But did you ſee old Sals bury, ſince we 

With bloody minds did buckle with the foe ? 

I would not for the loſſe of this right hand, 

That ought bur well betidethat good old man, » 
Rich, My Lord, I ſaw him in the thickeſt throng, . 

Charging his Lance with his old weary armes, . 

And Ro I law him beaten from his horſe, 

And thrice this hand did ſet him vp againe, 

And till he fought witl»courage gainſt his foes, 


The boldeſt ſpirited manthat eremineeyes beheld, A 


The | fares: Houſes, 
Kd dv , Warwicks, Warwichd,-. vl 
| dead. See nobleFarhnogwhmns they borh do come, 
-The onely props vnto the houſe of Yorke, 

Sal, Well haſtiheu fought iliisday;thou valiancDuke, 
And thou brauc bud of 7, ——_ cacreafing houſe, 
/ 1holdforthee,for Shy 
Rhee times this day thouk bat peed d my life, 
Yorks, VVhat fa ay you Lords,the King isfled to London ? 

There as'I heere tohold a Parliament, 
VVhat faies Lord Farwicke, ſhall we after them ? 
—_ them,nay before them if we can : 

ow by.myfaith Lords,t'was a glorious day, 
Saint eFibpres battaile wonne by famous xl 
Shall be eterniz'din allage to come, 
Sound Drums and T ,andto London all, 
And more ſuch dayes as . pdentarns 


FINS. 


The Second Part. 


Containing the Tragedie of 
Richard Duke ot Y orke, andthe 
good King Henrie the 

Sixe, 


& Enter Richard Duke of Yorke, the Earle of Warwicke, the Duke of 
Neorfolke, Margueſſe Mountague, Edward Earle of March, then 
(ooke backe Richard, and the young Earle of Rutland, with drums 
and ſouldicrs, with white Roſes in theer bats, 


_ Wamwicke. 

m Wonder how the King eſcap'd our hands, 
\ [| Torke. -"p we purſa'd the horſemen of the 
North, 
[| He ſlily ſtole away and left his men : 
| Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
| Whoſe warlike eares could neuer brooke re- 
> treat, 
Charg'd our maine battels front, and there with him 
Lord Stafford and Lord Clifferdall abreſt _ 
Brake in;and were by th'hands of common ſouldiers Jaine, 

Edward. | ord Stafford: Father, Duke of Buckingham, 
Is either ſlaine or wounded dangerouſly, 

i 


of 


#* 


The contention of the two famous Houſes, 
I cleft his Beuer with a down-right blow : 
Father, that this is true, bchold his blood. 
"Mont. And brother, heeres the Earle of Wiltſhires blood, 
Whom I cncounter'd as the battailes joyn'd. 
Rich, Speake thou for me; and tell them what I did. 
Yorke, What is your Grace dead my Lord of Somerfet ? 
Norf. Such hope haue all the line of [ob of Gaunt, ; 
Rich. Thus do 1 hope to ſhape King Henries head. £ 
ar, And ſo do I victorious Prince of Yorke, # 
Before 1 ſee thee ſeatedin that Throne, | 
Which naw the houſe of Lancaſter vſurpes, 
Fvow by heauen, theſe eyes ſhall neuercloſe, 
This is the Palace of that fearefull King, 5 
And that the regall-chaire : Poſſefle jr Yorke, 
For this is thine, and not King Herries heyres. 
York, Aſſiſt me then Cweet #arwicke, and] will : 
For hither are we broken in by force, 
Norf, Weell all aſſiſt thee, and he that flyes ſhall die, 
York, Thankes gentle Norfolke, Stay by me my Lords, 
And ſoldiers ſtay you heere,and lodge this night, 
| War. And when the King comes offer him no violence, 
Er Vnleſſe he feeke to put vs out byforce, 
6 | Rich, Armi'd as we be let's ſtay within this houfe, 
War, The bloody Parliament ſhall this be call'd, 
Vnleſſe Plantagencr Duke of Yorke be King, 
And baſhfult Herry be depoſde; whoſe cowardiſe 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 
Yorke, Then leaue me not my Lords :for now I nieane 
To take poſſeſhon of my right. 
War. Neither the King, nor him thar loues him beſt," 
The proudeſt bird that holds vp Lancaſter, 
Dare ſtirre a wing, if Warwicke ſhake his bels. 
Ile plant Plantagenet-: and toote him our who dares 2 
Reſolue thee Richard, claimethe Engliſh Crowne. 
Enter king Henry the fixt, with the D. of Excefter, the Earlt of Nor- 
thumb: the Earle of Weſtmerland, and Clifford the Earle E 
. Cumberland, with red Roſes in their bats. ſr ef of 
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Torke and Lancaſter. 
Xing. Looke Lordings where the ſturdy Rebell fits, - 

Euen in the chaire of Srate : belike he meancs 

(Back'd by the power of &#arwickethart falſe Peere) 

To aſpire vnto the Crowne, and reigne as King. 

Earle of Northumberland, he ſlew thy father, 

And thine Clifford : and you both haue vow'd revenge, 

On him, his ſonnes, his fauourites, and his friends. - 
North, Andif | be not,heauens be reueng'd on me. 
Clif. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in Rteele, 
Weſt, What? ſhallwe ſuffer this? Let's pull him downe. 

My heart for anger breakes, I cannot hads 
Kg. Be patient gentle Earle of Weſtmerland, 

Clif. Patience is for Pulrrounes, ſuch as he; 

He durſtnot fit there had yourFather liu'd. 

My gracious Lord, heere in the Parliament, 

Ler vs aſſaile the family of Yorke. 

North. Well haſt thou ſpoken Coſen, be it ſo, 
King, O know you not the Citty fauours them, 

And they haue troopes of ſouldiers at their becke. 
Exer,But when the Duke is {laine,theyl quickly flye, 
King.Far be it from the thoughts of Henries heart, 

To make a ſhambles of theParlament houſe: 

Coſen of Exeter, words, frownes,and threats, 

Shal be the warres that Henry meanes to vſe, 

Thou faQious Duke of Yorke,deſcend my Fhrone, 

I am thy ſoucraigne. 

: Yorks, Thou art decciu'd, I am thine. 
Exet, For ſhame come downe, he made thee Duke of Yorke. 
Yorke. Twas my inheritance, as the kingdome is. 
Exer. Thy father was a Traitor to the Crowne, 
War, Exeter thou arta Traitor to the Crowne, 

In following this vſurping Henry. 

(if, Whom ſhould he follow but hisnaturall King, 
ar. True Clifford, and thats Richard Duke of Yorke, 
King, And ſhall T Rand while thou firſt immy Throne? 
Torke. Content thy ſelfe, it muſt andiſhall be ſos 


ar, Be Duke of Lancaſter, let him be King, 
I 2 Weſt 


m— fromtbe field 
And ſlew your father, and with colours (pred 
Marcht through the Cirty to the Pallas gates. 
North. No Warwicks, 1 remember't to my greefe: 
And by hisſoule; thowand chy houſe ſhall rew ir. 
Weſt, Plantagenet of thee and of thy ſonnes, 
Thy kinſmen and thy friends, Ile haue move lives, 
Then drops of blood were in my fathers yeines. 
Clif. Vrge itno more, leaſt in revenge thereof, 
I fend thee #arwicke ſuch a meflenger, 
As ſhall reuenge his death before 1 ſtirre, 
I ar.Poore ( {ifford, how I ſcornethy worthleſſethreats. 
Torke. Will ye we ſhew our Title to the Crowne, 
Or elſe our ſwords ſhall pleade itin the field? 
King. What Title haſt thou Traitor tothe Crowne ? 
Thy Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke: 
Thy Grand-father Roger Mortimer Earle of March, 
I am the ſonne of Henry the fift, who tam'd the French, 
And madethe Dolphin Rtoope, and ſeiz'd ypon 
Their Townes and Provinces. | 
War. Talke not of France fince thouhaſt lo ir all, 
King. The Lord ProteQor loſt it, and nor I, 
When I = — I was but _ months old, 
ch. Y are old enough now, and yet methinkes you loſe : 
Wer oats fromthe Vieeperebeads | & 
Edw, Do fo ſweet father, ſet it on your head. 
Aont. Good brother, as thou lou'ſt and honour'ſt armes, 
Ler's fight it our, and not ſtand cauilling thus, - 
Rich, Sound Drums and Trumpers, and the King will flye. 
: nc” 11: 7g "= 
North. Peace thou, and giue King Henry leaue to ſpeake. 
King. Al Plontagenct, why ſeck'ſt thouto depoſe me ? 
Are we not both Plant egeners by birth ? 
And fromtwo brothers lincally deſcent? 


Suppoſe 


| of Torke and LaneaFey, 
Suppoſe by right and thou beKing : 
Thinkft thou, that I will leave my Kingly ſeate, 
Wherein my. Father, and myGrandfire (ate ? 
No, firſt ſhall warre vnpeople this my Real, 
Fand our Colours often bornein France! 
And now in England (to our hearts greit ſorrow) 
Shall be my winding ſheet. Why faint you Lords ? 
My Titles better farrechan his, 
War. Proue it Henry, and thou ſhalt be King. 
King, Why Henry the fourth by conqueſt got the Crowne. . 
role. Twas by rebellion gainſt his Soueraigne, 
King. I know not what to lay, niy Titles weake, 
Tell me, may not a Kingadopranheire ? 
War, What then? +» > 
King, Then am [lawfull King.:For Richard 
The ſecond, in thi& view of many Lords, 
Refign'd the Crowne to Hevwry the fourth, 
Whoſe heire my Father was,and I am his, 
Yorke. I tellthee he roſe againſt him being his Soueraigne, . 
And made him to reſigne the Crowne perforce, 
War. Suppoſe my Lord he did it ynconftrain'd, 
Thinke you that were preiudiciall to the Crowne? 
Exet, No, for he could not fo refignethe Crowne, . 
But that the next heyre muſt ſucceede and reigne, 
Kmg.Art thou againſt ys Duke of Exeter 2 
Exer, His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
King. All will revolt from me,and turne to him. 
North, Plantagenet, for all the claime thou laiſt, 
Thinke not King Hemry ſhall be thus depoſde, 
W:r. Depoſd he ſhall be in deſpight of thee. 
Nor. T uſh #Parwicke, thou art deceiu'd; 
Tis not chy Southerne powers of Efſex Suffolke, Norfolke, 
And Kent, that makes thee thus preſumpruous and proud,,, 
Can ſer the Duke vp in —_ of me. 
Cf. King Herry be thy Title right or wrong, 
Lord {Tifordvowes oth inthy defence. 


May that ground gape and ſwallow me aliue, 
I 2 Wher, . 


The contention of the two famous Houſes, 
Where I do kneele to himthat flew my Father, | 
King. O Clifford, how thy words reuiue my ſoule. 
Yorke. Henry of Lancaſter refigne thy Crowne. 
What mutter you ? Or what conſpire you Lords? | 
War, Do right vnto this Princely Duke of Yorke, 
Or I will fill the houſe with armed men, | 
. Emer Soldiers, © 
And ouer the Chaire of tate where now hefits, 
Write vp his Title with thy vſurping blood, 
King. O Warwicke, heare me ſpeake-: 
Let me but _ in quiet while I live, 
Yorke, Confirme the crowne to me, and to mine heires, 
And thou ſhalt reigne in quiet whilſt thou liu'ſt, 
King, Conuey the fouldiers hence,and then I will, 
ar. Captaine conduQ them into Twthill fields, 
Clif, What wrong is this vnto the Prince your ſon ? 
tar. Vhat good is this for England and himſelfe ? 
North. Baſe, fearfull, and deſpairing Henry, 
Clif. How haſt thou wronged both thy ſelfe and ys ? 
Weſt, I eannot ſtay to heare theſe Articles, 
Clif. Nor I, Come coſen lets go tell the Queene, 
North. Be thou a prey vnto the houſe of Yorke, 
And die in bands for this ynkindly deede. 
Clif. In dreadfull war mayſt thou be ouercome, 
Or live in peace abandond and deſpiſd, Exit, 


Exet, They {ecke revenge, and therefore will not yeelde my 
Lord. 


King. Ah Exeter? 

Far. V Vhy ſhould you figh my Lord? 

King. Not for my ſelfe Lord Warwicke, but tny ſonne, 
VVhomT vnnaturally ſhall difinherir. 
But be it as it may. I heere intaile the Crowne 


To thee and to thine heyres, conditionally, 
That heere thou take an oath, 


Toceaſe theſe ciuill broyles,and whilſt Ilive 
To honor me as thy King and Souerai 


@.' > 
Yorks That oath I willingly take,and ill performe, 


Ext, 


Exit 


War. 
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.. . of Torke and LaneaFey, 
Far LongliuveKing Hewry,Plantagenet embrace him, 
King. Andlong live thou,and all thy forward ſonnes, 
Torke.Now Yorke and Lancaſter are reconcilde, 
Exet,Accurſt be he that ſeekes to make them foes. 
'Sound Trumpets, 
Yorke My Lord ,lle take my leaue; 
For Ile to Wakefield, to my Caſtle, 
Exit Yorke with his ſonnes, 

War. Andile keepe London with my ſouldiors, Exit, 

Norf. And ile to Norfolke with my followers, Exit, 
Mom. and Ito the ſca from whence I came, Exit. 


Enter the Queene and the Prince, 

Exet.My Lord, heere comes the Queene,lle ſteale away. 

King.And ſo will 1. 

Qmueene,Nay ftay,orelſc lle follow thee, 

King. Be patient gentle Queene,and then Ile ſtay, 

Q#gen, What patience can there be? ah timerous man, 
Thou haſt yndone thy ſelfe,thy ſonne,and me, 
and POIs rights vntothe fouſe of Yorke. 
art thau-a King,and wil be for'cſt to yeeld 2 
Had 1 bene there, the ſouldiers ſhould haue toſt 
Me on their launces points, before I would haue 
Granted to their wils. The Duke'is made 
ProteRor of the Land': Sterne Fawconbridge 
Commands the narrow ſeas : and thinkſt thou then . 
To fſlcepe ſecure? Iheere divorce me Henry / 
From thy bed, vatill that ate of Parliament 
Be recald, wherein thou yeeldeft to the houſe of Tore, 


| The Northerne Eords that have forſworne thy colours, 
- Will follow mine,if once they G- them ſpread, 


and ſpread they ſhall vato thy deepe diſgrace. 
Come ſonne,lets away,and leaue him heere alone. 
King.Stay gentle Margaret,and heare me-ſpeake. 
Q».Thouhaſt ſpoke too much already,rherefore be ſtill. 
King.Gentle ſonne Edward, wilt thou ſtay with me ? 
Queen, 1,to be murdered by his enemies. | iN. v4 
ICE >. 


The contention of the two ſimone Houſes, 

"Prin, When Iretume with vi from the field, 

"Ile ſee your Grace, till then Ile follow her. | Exw. 
King, Poore Queene,her loue to me and tothe Prince her ſoa 

Makes her in furie thus to forget her ſelfe. 

Reuenged may ſhe be on that accurſed Duke. 

Come Coſen of Exeter, ſtay thou heere, 

For Clifford'and thoſe Northerne Lords be gone, 


I feare towards Wakeficld, re diſturbe the Duke. 


Enter Edward, aud Richard and Montague, 
Edw, Brother, and coſen Montague, giue meleaue to ſpeake, 
Rich, Nay, I can betcer play the Orator. 
Mont, But Ihaue reaſons firong and forceable. 


Emter the Duke of Yorke. 


Yorks. How now ſonnes what ata iarre amongſt your ſelues ? 
Rech, No Father, but a ſweete contention, about that whick 

concernes your ſelfe and ys, The Crowne of England father, 
Yorke, The Crowne boy, why Henries yer alive, 

And [ haue ſworne that he ſhall reigne in quiercill his death. 

E4, ButI would breake an hundred oaths co reigne one yeare. 

Rich. And if it pleaſe your Grace to give me leaue, 

Ile ſhew your Grace the way to ſaue your oath, 

And diſpoſleſſe King Hemry from the Crowne 


Yorks. | prethe Dicke let me heare thy device. 

Rich. Then thus my Lord, 
An Oath is of no moment, 
Being not ſworne before a lawfull Magiſtrate, 
Hemry is none, but doth vſurpe your right, 
And ao 6+ Grace ſtands bound to him by Oath, 
Then noble father reſolue your ſg]fe, 
And once more claimethe Cro 

Yorke. 1, ſaiſt thou ſo boy ? why then it ſhall be ſo, 
Iam reſolu'd to win the Crowne, or dye, - 
Edward, thou ſhalt to Edwund Brooks pu Cobham, 
With whom the Kentiſhmen will williogly riſe. 
Thou Coſen Montagne ſhalt to Norfolke ftraight, 
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-._ - TorkeandLancatter, 
And bid che Duke to muſter yp his ſoldiours, 
And come to me to #akefieldpreſently, 

And Richard,chou to London ftraight ſhalt poſte, 
And bid Richard Newill Earle of Warwicke, 
Toleaue the Citty,and with his men of warre, 
To meete me at S. Albones ten dayes hence, 
My ſelfe heere in Sevdall Caſtle will provide 
Both men and mony to further our actempes, | 
Now, what newes? _. Enter a Meſſenger. 
AMeſ.My Lord,the Queene with thirty thouſand men, 
Accompanied with the Earles of Cumberland, 
Northumberland,and Weſtmerland, 
With others of the houſe of Lancaſter, 
Are marching towards Wakefield, 
To befiedge you in your Caftle heere, 
Emer Sir [obn, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, 
Yorke, A Gods name let them come, 
Couſin Aontague,poſte you hence, 
And boyes ſtay you with'me, 
Sir /ohn and fir Hugh Mortimer mine Vnckles, 
Y'are welcome ro Sandell in an happy houre, 
The army of the Queene meanes to befredge vs, 
Sir John.She ſhall not needemy Lord, 
Wee'l meete her inthe field, 
Yorke. What, with fiue thoufand ſoludiors, Vnckle ? 
Rich.l father with fiue hundred for a need, | 
A woman's Generall, what ſhould you feare ? 
York, .Indeed, many brave battels have I wonne 

In Normandy,when as the enemie 

Hath bin ten to one,and why ſhould I now doubt 

Ofthe like ſucceſſe? I am refolu'd.Come lets goe, 


Edw.Let's march away,l heare their drums. Exit, 


Alarms and then enter the young Earle of 
Rutland and his Twor. 
Twtor.Obflye my Lord,lets leauethe Caſtle, 


And flye to Wakefield ſtraight, 


- _ 4; 


Th: contention of the two famous Houſes, 


Enter Clifford,. ,. - | 
R#t.O Tutor;looke whete bloody Clifford comes. 
Clif. Chaplaine awaygthy Priefthood ſaucs thy life, 

As for the brat of that accurſed Duke, 

W hoſe father ſlew my.father,he ſhall dye, 

- Twtor,Oh Clifftord,ſpare this tender Lord, lcaſt 

Heauen reuenge it on thy. head : oh {que bis life. 
ClifgSoldjors away,and drag him hence pertorce : 

Away with the villaine,, , ' Exu Chaplaine, 

How now, what dead already 7 or is'it feare thar 

Makes him cloſe his eyes? Ile open theft, 

Rut.So lookes the pent-vp Lion onthe. Lainbe, 

And ſo he walkes inſulting orc his Þreyz3 2 -- - 

And ſo he turnes againe to rend his hmbes in ſunder, 

Oh Clifford, killwe with thy ſword,and.' ©. 

Not with ſucha cruel! threatniog looke, 

] am too meanc a ſ{ubie& for thy. wrath, 

Be thou reuendge on men,and let relive. 

(1if.In vaine thoa ſpeakeſt poore boy : my fathers 


Blood hath ſtopt ho paage where:thy words ſhould enter, 


Rat,Then let my fathers blood opc it againe,he is a 
Man,and Clifford cope withihimg!;- : ; + {\, 7 
Clif. Had I thy brethren heere, their lives and thine 
Were not reuenge ſufficient for me, F 
Or ſhould I dig vp thy fore-fathers graues, 
And hang their rotten Cofhns yp ip chaines, _ 
It couldnot {lake mine irggnor caſe my heart, 
The ſight of any of the houſe of 7orks, 
Is as a fury to torment my ſoule, / 
Therefore till ] roote our that curſedline, TW 
Andleaue not oneon.carth,lleliuein hell therefore, 
Rut,Oh let mepray,beforeI rake my death, 
To thee Ipray:: Sweet Clifford pitty me. 
( 4if-I, luch pitty as my zapiers point affords, 
Rat .1 never did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill me? 
Clif.Thy father hath. | ky - 
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Yorke and LanexFer, 
Rat .But t'was ere I was borne, -'- 

Thou haſt one ſonne, for his ſake pity me, 

Leaſt in revenge thereof, ith God is iuft; } 

He be as miſerably (laine as, 4, 


- Oh, ler meliue in priſon all my daies, | 


and when I giuc occaſion of offence, 
Then let me die,for now thou haſt no cauſe, 
Clif.No cauſe 2 Thy father ſlew my father,therefore die, 
Plamagenet, I come Plamtagenet, ; | 
And this thy ſonnes blood cleauing to my blade, 
Shall ruſt ypon my weapon, till thy blood 
Congeald with his,do make me wipe off both, Exit, 


Alarmes,enter the Duke of Yorke ſolwe. 
Yorke. Ah Yorke,poſte to thy Caſtle,ſaue thy life, 
The goale is loſt,thou houſe of Lancaſter, 
Thrice happy chance is it for thee and thine, 
That heauen abridgde my daies,and cals me hence, 
But God knowes what chance hath beride my ſonnes : 
But this I know,they haue demeand themſclues, 
Like men borne to renowe by life or death : 
Three times this day came R:chard to my fight, 
and cried courage,Father : victory or death, 
and twice ſo oft came Edward to my view, 
Wich purple Faulchion painted to the hilts, 
In bloud of thoſe whom he had flaughtered. 
Oh harke,I heare the drums.No way to flic? 
No way to ſauc my life? and heerel ſtay : 
And hcere my life muſt end. 


Enter the DQueene, Clifford, N orthumber land, 
| Ft and Soldiours, 
Come bloudy (!ifford,rough Northumberland, 
I dare your quen{hleſle fury zo.more bloud : | 
This is the But; and this abides your ſhort. 
Northum.Yecld to our mercies,proud Plamtagenrt. 


_ Clif.1,to ſuch mercy as his rothoull _n_ With 


The comtention of the two ſamo Houſes, 
With downe right payment lent ynro my father, 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his corre, - 
And made an evening at the noone tide pricke, 
+ Torke.My aſhes like the Phenix may bring forth 
A bird that will reuenge it on you all, 
And in that hope I caſt mine eyes to heaven, 
Scorning what ere yon can 8 iK me with, 
Why hay you Lords? what,multitudes and feare ? 
Clif.So cowards fight when they cat flieno longer, 
So Doues do pecke the Ravens piercing rallents, 
So deſperate theeues,all hopeleſſe of their liues, 
Breathe ouc inueRines 'gainſt the Officers, 
Yorke,Oh Clifford,yet bethinke thee once againe, 
And in thy minde ore-runne my former time, 
And byrte thy tongue that flanderſt him with cowardiſe, 
Whoſe very looke hath made thee quake ere this, 
(7.1 will not bandy with thee word fort word, 
But buckle with thee blowes'twice two for one. þ 
a a Wig valiant Ciiford, for athouſand cauſes + : 
1 would prolong the traitors life a while, ; 
Wrath makes him deafe,fpeake thou Norrhwnberland, : 
Nor. Hold C lifford,do not honour him fo much, } 
To pricke thy finger,though'to wotmd his heare, 
What valour where it when # cujre doth grin, 
For one to thruſt his hand betweene his reeth, 
When he might ſpurne him with his foote away * 
Tis warresprize to take all aduantages, 
And ten to one,is no impeach in warres, - 
. Fight andtake hims. | 
Clif.I, I, fo ſtrives the Woodcoke with the gin; 
North.So doth the Cunny ftruggle with the ner, 
Torke, So triumphs theeues ypon their conquer'd booty, 
So true men yeeld, by robbbers ouer-matchr. b 
North, What will your gracehane done with him ? F 
o( ford and Northumberland, : 


eee. Braue warriours: 


Come make him ſtand ypon thismole-hill heere, 
Thataimde at Mounraines with out-fiterched arme; 


And 


Yorke and Lancafeer, 

And parted but the ſhadow with his band. 

Was it you that reveld in our Parliament, 

And made a prechment of your high deſcent ? 
Where are your meſle of ſonnes to backe you now ? 
The wanton Eaward,and the luſty George ? 

Or wher's that valiant crookt-backt prodegy ? 
Dickey your ay 69 with his grumbling voice, 
Was wont to cheare his Dad in mutinies ? 

Or mongſt the reſt, where is your darling Rutland? 
Looke Yorke, | dipt this napkin in the blood, 

Thar valiant Clifford with his rapiers point, 

Made iflue from the boſome of thy boy. 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I give thee this to dry thy cheekes withall, 

Alas poore Yorke : but that I hate thee much, 

T ſhould lament thy miſerable ſtare, 

I prethee grieue to make me merry, Yorke : 
Stampe,raue and fret,that I may fing and dance. 
VVhat, hath thy fiery heart ſo parch thine entrailes, 
That not a teare can fall for Rutlavd: death ? 

Thou wouldſt be feede Ifee,to make me ſport. 
Yorke cannot ſpeake,vnlefſe he weare a crowne. 

A crowne for Yorke,and Lords bow low to him. - 
So,hold you his hands, whilſt I do fer it on, 

I,now lookes he like a King. 

This is he that tooke King Herries chaire, 

And this is he was his adopred heyre. 

But how is it that great Cn 

Is crownd ſo ſoone,and broke his holy oath, 

As I bethinke me,you ſhould nor be King, 

Till our Henry had ſhooke hands with death, 

and will you impale your head with Heres glory, . 
and rob his temples of the Diadem 

Now in his life, againſt your holy oath? 

Oh, tis a fault roo too ynpardonable, 

Of with the crowne,and with the crowne his head, 


and whilſt we breathe, take time to do him dead. 
K3 


Clif * 


* The contention of the two famons Houſes, 
Clif. Thar's my office for my fathers death, - |; - 
weene, Y ct ay,and lets hearethe Oriſons he makes, 
Torbe She wolfe of France, but worſe then wolues of France; 
Whoſe tongue's more poiſon'd then the Adders tooth, 
How ill belcoming is it in thy ſexc, 
To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 
Vpon his woes, whom Fortune captivates ? 
But thac thy face is viſard-like vnchanging, 
Made impudent by vſe of euill deeds ; 
I would afſay,proud Queene to makethee bluſh, 
To tell thee of whence thou art,from whom derju'de, 
T'were ſhame enough to ſhame thee, were thou not ſhameleſl: -- 
Thy father beares the type of King of Naples, 
Of both the {les ,and /eruſalem, 
Yet not fo wealthy as an engliſh yeoman, 
Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to inſult ? 
It needs not,or it bootes thee not proud Queene, 
Vnleſſe the Adage muſt be verifide,; 
| That beggers mounted, run their horſe-to death, E 
Tis beauty,that oft makes women proud; 5 
But God he wots,thy Caraabeec is ſmall, 3 
Tis gouernment that makes them moſt admig'd, 
The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 
Tis vertue that makes them {cemediuine, 
The want thereof makes thee abhominable. : 
Thou art as oppoſite to.euery good, ; 
As the eAFntipoaes are vnto vs, . | 
Or as the South to the Septentrion, 
Oh Tygers heart wrapt.in a womans hide; 
How couldſt thou draine the life blood of the childe, 
To bid the father ms his eyes withall, 


And yet be ſeene to beare a womans face ? 
Women are milde,pittifull,and flexible, 6 
Thou indurate,fſterne,rough,remorceleſle, ge 
Bids thou me rage? why now thou haſt thy will, * 
Wouldſt haue me weepe? why ſo,thouhaftthy wiſh, | : 


For raging windes blow yp a ſtorme ofteaces, 


and 1 
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Yorke and LaxcaFey. 

And when the rage alacs,the raine begins, 

Theſe tcares are my ſweet Rntlands obſequies, 

And euery drop begs vengeance as it fals, 

On thee fell C/fford,and the falſe French-woman, 
North, Beſhrew me bur his paſſions moue me ſo, 

as hardly I can checke mineeyes from teares. 
Yorke, T hart face of his,the hungry Cannibals 

Could not haue toucht, would not haue ſtain'd with bloud 

Bur you are more inhumane, more inexorable, 

Oten times more then Tygers of Arcadia. 

Seeruthleſle Qweene,ahaplelle fathers teares, 

This cloth thou dipts in blood of my ſweete boy, 

Andloe,withrteares | waſh the blood away, 

Keepe thou the napkin,and go boaſt of thar, 

And if thoutell the ory welt, 

Vpon my ſoule the hearers will ſhed teares, 

I,cuen my foes will ſhed faſt falling teares, 

and fay,alaſſc,it was a pitteous deed. 

Here,take the crowne,and with the crowne my curſe, 

and inthy need, ſuch comfort come to thee, 

as now1 reape at thy too cruell hands, 

Hard harted Cl:ifford,take me-from the world, 

My ſoule to heauen,my blood ypon your heads, 
North,Had he bin ſlaughterman of all = kin, 

I could not chuſe but weepe with him, to ſee 


How inward anger gripes his hart. 
#, What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland? 


Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all, 


And that will quickly dry ow melting teares, 
Cliff. There's for my oath. there's for my fathers death,. 
ween, And there's to right our gentle harted kinde; 
Yorke.Open thy yu of mercy gracious God, 
My ſoule flies foorth to meete with thee,. 
Dueene,Off with-his headgand ſer itton Yorke Gates, , 
$o Torke may ouer-looke the Towne of Yorke. 


Exeunt-onreri. . 
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The comention of tht two famous Houſes, 


Enter Edward and Richard, with Drum and Soldionrs, 
Edw.After this dangerous fight and hapleſle warre, 
How doth my uoble brother Richard fare ? 
' Rich. | cannot ioy vmill I berefolud, 
Where our right valiant father is become. 
How often did I ſeehim beare himſetfe, 
As doth a Lyon midſt a heard of Neat, 
So fled the enemies from our valiant Father, 
Methinkes tis pride enough to be has ſonne. 


Three ſnnmes appeare in the eAre, 

Edw.Loe,how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farwell of the glorious ſunne, 

Dazle mine eyegor do I ſee three ſuns? 

Rich. Three glorious ſunnes,nor ſeparated by a racking cloud 
But ſeuered in apale cleere ſhining sky. 
Sccy{ce,they ioyne,embrace,and {eeme to kiſle, 

As if they vyowd ſome league inuiolate. 
Now arethey but onelampe, one light,one ſunne, 
In this the heauens doth figure ſome cuent. 

Edw.l thinke it cites vs brother to the field, 
That we the ſonnes of brane Plantapgenet, 
Already each one ſhining by his meed, 

May ioyne in one, and ouer-peere the world, 
As this the earth, and therefore hence forward, 
[lebeare ypon my Targer,three faire ſhining ſuns, 
Bur what art thou that look'ſt ſoheauily ? 

Enter 4 Meſſenger. 

Meſ.Oh,one that was a wofull looker on, 

When as the noble Duke of Yorke was ſlaine, 
Edw.Oh ſpeake no more, for I can hexre no more. 
Rich, Tell on thy tale,for I will heare ic all, | 
 Meſ.VVhen as the noble Duke was pur ro flight, 
and then purſude by Ciffordand the Queene, 
and many ſouldiors moe, who all at once 


Let drive at him,and forefttheDuketo yeeld, 


- 
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Yorke and Lancaſter. -- 

And then they ſet him on amole-hill there, 

And crown'd the gracious Duke in high deſpite, 
VVho then with teares began to waile his fall, 
The ruthleſſe Queene perceiving he did weepe, 


 Gaue him a handkercher to wipe his eyes, 


Dipt in the blood of ſweet young Ratland, 


By rough Cliffordlaine: who weeping tookeit vp. 


Then through his breſt they thruſt their bloody ſwords, 
VVholikea Lambe fell ar the butchers feete. 
Then on the gates of Yorke they ſet his head, 
Andthere it doth remaine the pitteous ſpeRacle 
Thar ere mingeyes beheld. 
Edw. Sweet Duke of Yorke, our prop to leane vpon, 
Now thou art gone,there is no hope for vs: 
Now my ſoules Palace is become apriſon, 
Oh would ſhe breake from pep of my breſt, 
For never ſhall I haue more ioy. 
Rich. I cannot weepe, fot all my breaſts moyſure 
Scarſe ſerues to prdov my furnace burning hate : 
] cannot ioy till this white Roſe be dy'de, 
Euen in the heart blood of the houſe of Lancaſter, 
Richard, 1 bare thy name, and Ile reuenge thy death, 
Or dye my ſelfe in ſeeking of reuenge, 
Eaw, His name that yaliant Duke hath left with thee, 
His chaire and Dukedome that remaines for me. 
Rich.Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagles bird, 
Shew thy deſcent by gazing gainſt the Sunne, 
For Chaire, and Dukedome ; Throne and Kingdome ſay, , 
For either that is thine, or elſe thou wert nor his, 


Enter the Earle of Warwiche, Montague with drum, 
ancient, and ſoulaiers, 
Way, How now faire Lords : what fare? what newes abroad? 
Rich. Ah Warwicke, ſhould we report the balefull newes, 
And at each words deliverance, ſtab Ponyards in our fleſh 
Till all were told, the words would adde 


More anguiſh then the wounds, | 
| L Ah 


The contention of the two famous Houſes, 
Ah valiant Lord, the Duke of Yorke is ſlaine.. 
Eqdw. Ah Warwicte, Warwicke,that Plantagener 


Which held thee deere : I;cuen as his ſoules redemption, 


| Is bythe ſerne Lord Clifford, done to death, 


War, Ten daycs ago Idrownd thoſe newes in teares, 


And now to adde more meaſure to your woes: 

| Icometo tell you newes {ince then befalne, 

Aﬀter the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your braue father breath'd his lateſt gaſpe, 
Tydings as ſwiftly as the poſt could runne, 

- Was brought me of your loſle, and his departure, 
Ithen in London, keeper of the King, G 
 Muſtred my ſoldiers, gathered flockes of friends, 
And very well appointed as Ithought, | 
Marchtto'S, Albons to intercept the Queene, 
Bearing the King in-mydehalfe along. 

For by my ſcouts I was aduertiſed,. 

That ſhe was comming, with full intent 

To daſh your late decree in Parliament, 

Touching King Henries heires, and your ſucceſſion; 
Short tale to make, we at Saint Albons mer, 

Our batrailes ioyn'd, and both fidesfiercely fought : . 
But whether 'twas the coldnefle of the King, 

(He loolk'd full gently on his warlike Queene) 
That rob'd my {ouldiers of their heated ſpleene. 
Or whether 'cwas report of his ſucceſle, 

Or more then common feare of Cliffords rigour, 
Who thunders to his Captaines blood and death, 
I cannot tell. But to conclude with truth, 

Their weapons like to lightnings went and came.. 
Our ſouldiers, like the Night-Owleslazy flight, . 
Or like an ydle Threſher with a flaile, 

Fell gently downe; as if they ſmore their friends. 
I cheer'dthemvpwith iuſtice of the cauſe, 

With promiſe of hye pay, and great rewards : 

But all in yaine,they had'no hearts tofight, 

Nor we in them no hope to winthe day, 


az 


So that we fled. The King vnto the Queene, 
Lord George your brother, Norfulke,and my ſeltc, 
In haſt, poſte haſt, are come to ioyne with you. 
For in the marches heere we heard you were, 
Making another head to fight againe. 
Edw.Thankes gentle Warwick 
How farre hence is the Duke with his power ? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 
War. Some five miles off the Duke is with his power. 
But as for your brother, he was lately ſent 
From your kinde Aunt, Dutchefle of Burgundie, 
With aide of ſouldiers'gainſt this needfull warre. 
Rich, Twas ods belike, when valiant Farwicke fled, 
Ofc haue I heard thy praiſes in purſuite, 
Bur nere till now thy ſcandall of retire, 


#ar. Nor now my ſ{candall Richard doſt thou heare: 


For thou ſhalt know that this right hand of mine, 
Can plucke the Diadem from faint Henries head, 
And wring the awefull Scepter from his fiſt, 
Were he as famous and as bold in warre, 
As he is fam'd for mildeneſle, peace,and prayer. 
Rich. 1 know it well Lord Warwicke, blame menor, 

Twas loue | bare thy glories made ine ſpeake. 
Bur in this troublous time, what's to be done ? 
Shall we go throw away our coates of ſtcele, 
And clad our bodiesin blacke mourning Gownes, 
Numbring our A#emaries with our beads ? 
Or ſhall we on the helmets of our foes, 
Tell our deuotion with reuengefull armes ? 
If for the laſt, ſay 1, and to it Lords, 

War, Why therefore Warwicks came tofinde you out: 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend me Lords, the proud inſulting Queene, 
With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their feather many moe proud birds, 
Haue wrought the cafie melting King like waxe, 
He ſware conſent to your I 
= $f 


His 


The contentian of the emo famane Houſes, 
His oath inrolled in the Parliament... | 
But now to London allthe crew are gone, 
To fruſtrate his oath, ar what belides 
May make againſt thehouſe of-Lavcaſter. 
Their power | gefſe them fiftythouſand firong, 
Now ifthe helpe of Norfolk: and my ſclfe, 
Can but amount to eight and forty chouſand, 
With all the friends that thou brauc Earle of March) 
Among tbe loving Welſhmen canR procure, 
W hy via, to London will we march amaine, 
And once againe beſtride our aan. wy ceds, 
And once againe cry, Charge vpon the foe, 
But neuer once againeturne backe and flye, 
Rich. lnow methinkesI heare great Warwicke ſpeake - : 
Nere may he live to ſee a $unſhine'day, .' 
That cries retire, when Warwicke bids him ſtay. | 
Edw. Lord Warwicke, on —_—_—_— ſhoulder will I leane, 
And when thou fajnts,, muſt Edward fall :\ --i 
Which perill heauenforefend: /-- -_ | | 
War, Nolon ger Earle of Mareb, but Duke a Yorke, 
The next degree is, En lanes ro, King ; 
And Kin 2 England (halt thay - rw 'd, 
In every burrough as we 
And hethat caſts not vp his op for i oy, 
Shall for the offence make forfeite of his head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 
Stay we no longer dreaming of renowaes 
But forward to effeR theſe reſolutions, 


Enter 4 Meſſenger, 


Mefſ. The Duke of Norfolke ſends you word by me, 
The Queene is comming with a puifſant power, 
And craues yogr y for ſpeedy counſell, 
War, Why then it forts braue Lords. 
Let's march away. . Exeunt ones. 


To | Enter 


of Torke and LancaFery. 


Enter the Kins and Ducene, Prince Edward, and the 
Northerne Earles, with drumme and 
Souldionrs, 


en, Welcome my Lord to this braue Towne of Yorke, 
Yonders the head of that ambitious enemy, 
That ſought to be impaled with your Crowne. 
Doth not the obic& pleaſe your eye my Lord? 

King. Euen as the rockes pleaſe them that fear their wracke. 
With-hold reuenge deere God, tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly hauelI infring'd my yow, 

(if. My gracious Lord, this too much lenity 
And harmetfull pity muſt be layde afide, 

To whom do Lyons caſt their gentle lookes 2 

Not to the beaſt that would yſurpe his den. 

Whoſe hand is that the ſauage Beare doth licke? 
Not his that ſpoyles his young before his face, 
Who ſcapes & lurking Serpents mortall ſting ? 
Not he that ſets his foote vpon her backe, 

The ſmalleſt worme will turne being troden on, 
And Doues will pecke, in reſcue of their brood. . 
Ambitious Torke did leuell at thy Crowne, 

Thou ſmiling, while hee knit his angry browes, 
He but a Duke, would haue his ſonne a Kivg, 

And raiſe his ifſuc like a loning Sire, 

Thou being a King, bleſt witha goodly ſonne, 
Didft giue conſent to difinherit him, 
Which'argu'd thee a moſt vnnaturall Father. 
Vareaſonable creatures feede their yong, 

And though mans face be fearefull ro their eyes, 
Yet in protection of their tender ones, 

Who hath not feene them even with thoſe ſame wings, 
Which they haue ſometime yſ{de in fearefull flight, 
Make warre with him, that chmbes vnto their Neſt, 
Offering their owne liues in their yMgs defence ? 


For ſhame my Lord, make them your preſident. | 
IM L z Were 
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The contention of the two famous Houſes, 
Were it nor pitty that this gaodly boy, 

Should loſe his birth-right through his fathers fault? 
And long heereafter, ſay vnto his Childe, 

Whart my great Grandfather and Grandfire gor, 

My careleſle father fondly gaue away? 


Looke on the boy, andler his manly face, 


Which promiſeth ſucceſſefull fortune to ys all, 
Steele thy melting thoughts, | 
To keepe thine owne, andleaue thine owne with him, 
King, Full well hath Clifford playd the Orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force, 
But cell me, didft thou never yet heare tell, 
That things ill got had euer bad ſucceſſe, 
And happy cuer was it for that ſonne, 
V Vholefather for his hoording went to hell ? 
I leaue my ſonne my vertuous deeds behinde, 
And would my father had lefrmeno more: 
For all the reſt is held at ſuch arate, 
As askes a thouſand times more-caretokeepe, 
Then may the preſent profite counteruaile, | 
Ah cofin Yorke, would thy.beſt friends did know, 
How it doth greeue me that thy head ſtands there. 
Queene, My Lord, this harmfull picty makes your follow- 
ers faint, 
You promiſd Knight-hood to your Princely ſonne, 
Vnſheath your ſword, and iraight way dub him Knight, 
Kneele downe Edward, | 
King. Edward Plantagenet,ariſe a Knight, 
And learne this lefſon, Draw thy ſword inrighe, 
Prince, My gracious Father, by your Kingly leaue, 
Ile draw it as apparant to the Crowne, 
and in that quarrell, yſe it to the death. 
North. Vhy that is ſpoken like a toward Prince. © 


Enter a Meſſenger, 
Meſſ. Royal Commandess, be in readineſfe, 
For with a band of fifty thouſand men, 


Comes 


of Yorke and LancaFey. 
Comes Farwicke, backing of the Duke of Yorke. 
And in the Townes whereas they paſſe along, 
Proclaimes him King, and many flyes to him, 
Prepare your battels, for they be ar hand. 
Clif. 1 would your highnefſe would depart the field, 
The Queene hath beſt ſucceſſe when you are abſent, 
Queen. Do good my Lord, and leaue vs to our fortunes, 
King. V Vhy that's my fortune, therefore lle ſtay ſtill. 
Clif. Be it with reſolutionthen to fight. 
Priz, Good Pather cheere theſe noble Lords, 
Vaſheath your ſword, ſweet Father cry S. George, 
Clif, Pitch-we our battell heere, for hence we wiþ.not moue. 


Enter the houſe of Yorke, 
Edw. Now periur'd Henry, wilt thou yee!d thy Crowne ? 
And kneele for mercy at thy S@Wraignes feere ? 
Qxeen, Gorate thy Minions proud inſulting boy, 
Becomes it thee tobe thus malapert 
Before thy King, and lawfull Soueraigne ? 
Edw, lam his King,and he ſhould bend his knee, 
I was adopted bene his conſent, 
George, Since whenzhe hath broke his oath, , 
For as we heare, youthat are King 
(Though he do weare the Crowne) 
Hauecauſd him by new ae of Parliament, 
To blot our brother out; and put his owne ſonne in. - -] 
Clif. And reaſon George : | 
Who ſhould ſucceede the father, bur the ſon ? 
Rich, Are you there butcher ? 
Clif. I Crooke-backe; heere I Rand to anſwer thee, 
| Orany of your ſort. 
Rich. Twas you that kild yong Rutland, was it not? 
Clif, Yes, and old Yorke to0,and yet nor ſatisfied, | 
Rich, For Gods ſake Lords giue hgnall to the fight, 
War, V Vhat ſaiſt thou Henry? wilt thou yeelde thy crowne * 
| Owneen, VVhat, long tongu'd Werwicke, dare you{peake ? | 
 VVhenyouand Lmerat Saint. Albons Jaft, : 


Y ow! 


Yourlegges did better ſervicethenyour hands, 


The contention of the two famone Houſes, 


Far. 1, then twas my turneto flye, but now t'is thine, 
Clif. you ſaid as much before,and yer you fled, 
War. Twas not your yalour Clifford droue me thence, 
Nor. No,nor your manhood arwick,y could make yee ſtay, 
Rich. Northumberland, Northumberland, we hold 
Thee reuerently. . 
Breake off the parley, for ſcarſe I can refraine 
The execution of my big ſwolne heart, 
Againſt that Clifford there, that cruell child-killer, 
Clif, Why I kild thy Father, calſt thou him a childe? 
Rich. llikea villaine, and a treacherous Coward, 
As thou didſt kill our tender brother Rutland, 
But ere Sun-ſet Ile make thee curſle the deed. 
King, Haue done with words.great Lords, 
And heare me ſpeake. 5 
Dneene. Deflethem then, or elſe hold cloſe thy lips. 
Kmg. 1prethee give no limits to my tongue, 
I being a King, am priviledg'd to ſpeake, 
Clif. My Lord,the wound that bred this meeting heere, 
Cannot be cur'd with words, therefore be till. 
Rich,Then executioner vnſheath thy ſword, 
By him that made vs all, I am reſolu'd. 


" That Cliffords man-hood hangs vypon his tongue, 


Eaw. What ſayſt thou Henry, ſhall I haue my right or no? 
A thouſand men haue broketheir faſt to day, 
That nere ſhall dine, vnleſſe thou yeeld the Crowne, 

War, If thou deny, their bloods be on thy head, 
For Yorke in iuſtice,puts his Armour on, 

Prin, If all be right that Warweke ſayes is right, 
There is no wrong, butt all things muſt be righe. 
ich, Whoſoeuer got thee, there thy mother Rands, 

For wellI wot thou haſt thy mothers tongue, 

Oween.But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 
But like a fowle miſhapen ſtigmaticke, 
Markt þy the Deftinies to be auoided, 
As yenom'd Todes, or Lizards fainting lookes. 


Torke and LancaFey. 

Rich.lron of Naples,hid with engliſh gilt, 
Thy father beares the title of a King, 
As if a channell ſhould be cald the ſea ; 
Sham'ſt thou not, knowing from whence thou art deriu'de, 
To parliethus with Englands lawfull heyres ? 

Eaw. A wiſpe of ftraw were worth a thouſand crownes, 
To make that ſhameleſle caller know her ſelfe, 
Thy husbands father reueld in the hart of France, 
And tamde the French, and made the Doſphin ſtoope : 
And had he matcht according to his ſtate, 
He might haue kept that glory till this day, 
But when he tooke a begger tro his bed, 
And grac'ſt thy poore fire with his bridall day : 
Then that ſun-ſhine bred a ſhowre for him, 
Which waſhr his fathers fortunes out of France, 
And heapt ſeditions on his crowne at home. 
For what hath mou'd theſe tumults, but thy pride? 
Hadſt thou bene mecke,our title yet had ſlept, 
And we inpitty of the gentle King, 
Had flipt our claime vntill another age. 

George.Bur when we ſaw our ſummer brought thee gaine, 
And that the harueſt broughc vsno increaſe, 
We ſet the axe to thy vſurping roote, 
And though the edge have ſomething hit our ſelues, 
Yet know thou we will never ceaſe to ftrike, 
Till we haue hewne thee downe, 
Or bath'd thy growing with our heated blouds, 

Eadw. Andin this reſolution, I defiethee, 
Nor willing any longer conference, 
Since thou denicſt the gentle Kingto ſpeake. 
Sound trumpets, let our bloudy colours wave, 
And either viRtory,or elſe a graue. 


Queene.Stay Edward,ſay. 
Edw.Hence wrangling woman, lle no longer ſay, 


Thy words will coſt ten thouſand liues to day. 


FE xevnnt ommes, 
M Alarmes. 
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 Alarmes, Enter Warwicks.” 
Far Sore ſpent with toile,as runners with the race, 
Ilay me downe alittle while to breathe, 
For ſtrokes receivde,and many blowes repaide, 
Hath robd my ſtrong knit finewes of their trength, 
And force perforce,needs muſt I reſt my ſelfe, 


Enter Edward. 
Edw.Smile gentle heauens,or ſtrike yngentle death, 
That we may die vnleſſe we gaine the day : 
What fatall (tarre malignant frownes from heauen. 
Vponthe harmeleſſe line of Yotkes true houle ? 


Enter George, 
eorge, Come brother come,lets to the field againe, 
For yet there's hope enough to winthe day : 
Then let vs backe to cheere ur fainting Troopes, 
Leaſt they retire now we haue left the field, 
War How now my Lords, what hap ? what hope of good ? 
Enter Richard _— ; 
Rich Ah Warwicks,why baſt thou withdrawne thy ſelfe? 
Thy noble father in the thickeſt throngs, 
Cride (till for Warwicke,his thrice valiant ſonne, 
Vacill with thouſand fwords he was beſet, 
And many wounds made in his aged breſt, 
And as he tottring ſate ypon his fleede, 
He waft his hand tome,and cride aloud, 
Richard,commend me to my valiant ſonne, 
And ſtill he cride #arwicke revenge my death, 
And with thoſe words he der. off his horſe, 
 Andſothenoble Salsbury gaue vp the ghoſt, 
War,Then let the wad be drunken with his bloud, 
Ile kill my horſe, becauſe I will nor flie: 
And heere to God of heaiftn I make a yow, 
Neuer topaſle from forth this bloudy field, 


Torke and LancaFer, 
 ' Till I am full revenged for his depth, 
Edw, Lord Warwicke,l do bend my knees with thine, 
And in that vow now ioyne my ſouleto thee, 
Thou fetter yp and puller downe of Kings, 
Vouchſafe a _ victory to vs, 
Orlet-vs dic before we loſe the day. 
George, Then let vs haſte to cheere the ſouldiors harts, 
And call them pillars that will Rand to ys, 
And highly promiſe to remunerate 
Their truſty ſcruice,in theſe dangerous warres. 
Rich.Come,come away,and ſtand not to debate, 
For yet is hope of fortune good enough. 
Brothers, giue me your hands,and let ys part 
And take our leaues, vntill we meete againe, 
Whereereit be,in heanen or in earth, - 
Now I that neuer wept,now melt in woe, 
To ſce thele dire miſhepe continue ſo, 


Warwicke farewell. 
War, A way,away,once more ſweet Lords farewell, 
E xeunt 01990 . 


Alarmes,and then enter Richard at one doore, 
and Clifford at the other, 


Rich, A Clifford,a Clifford, 

Clif. A Richard,a Richard, 

Rich.Now Clifford, for Yorke and young Rnt/ ards death, 
This thirſty ſword that longs to drinke thy bloud, 
Shall lop thy limbes,and ſlice thy curfed heart, 
For to reuenge the murders thou haſt made. 

(if.Now Richard,I am with thee heere alone, 
This is the hand that ſtab'd thy father Yorke, 
And this the hand that ſlew thy brother Ryland, 
And heere's the heart that triumphs in their deaths, 
And cheeres theſe hands that ſlew thy Sire and Brothe!, 
To execute the like ypon thy lelfe, 


And (o haue at thee, 
J M 232 Alarm: 
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Alarmes, They fight ond then enters Warwicky «nt reſcues 
Riobard,and then exewnt owmnes, 


eAlarmes fill, and then enter Henry ſalue, 

| Hen,Oh gracious God of heaven Jooke downe on vs, 
And ſet ſome endes to theſe inceſlant griefes, 
How like a maſtleſſe ſhip vpon the ſeas, 
This wofull battaile doth contuwe til, 
Now leaning this way,now tethat bde drive, 
And none doth mow-:to whomtbeday will all 
Oh, would my death might Ray theſe cud] iars ! 
Would I had neuerraigsdnornere bene King, 
Aargaret and Clifford, chide me lnarn the fichd, 
Swearing they had beſt ſuccefſewhen 1 westhonce.. 
Would God that I were dead, fo all were well, 
Or would my crewne ſuffice, I were content 
To yeeld it them, and liue a priuate life. 


Enter a Soldiour with a dead man in his armes. 
Sowl, Ill blowes the winde that profits no body, 

This man thac I haveſlaine in fight coduy, 
| May be poſſeſſed of forme tore of 
AndI will ſearch to findethemif I can. 
But ſtay ; methinkes it is my fathers face : 
Oh1,tis he whom I haueſlaine in f 
Fram London was I preft out by the King, 
. My father he. came ont of- | 
And inthis confli&Thaue ſlainemy father :. I 
Oh pardon God, 1 knewnot whac I did, | 
And pardon father,for ] knew thoenor. 


2.Sout,Liethere thou that tt-withee foſontly, . 
Now letme {ce what tore of gold thou baſk, 
But Rtay,methinks this is no face: 

Oh no,itis my ſonne that I haue Nlaine in fighe, 


COT 


hy —_—_— 


ha Torks 411d LawoaHter. 
monſtrous times, begetripg ſuch euents 
How cruell,bloudy,and iranous, ; 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beger. 
Poore boy,thy father gaye thee lf e coo lace, 
And hath bereau'd thee of thy life x00 ſoone, 


King: Woe abouc woe,griefe more then common griefe, 
Whil' 


Lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 
Poore Lambes do feele the rigour of their wraths : 
The red Roſe and the white arc on bis face, 
The fatall colours of our ſtriving houſes. 
Wither one Roſe,and lec the other flour, 
For if you ſtriue,ten thouſand lives muſt periſh. 
1.Soul, How will wy mother for my fathers death, 
Take on with me,and vere be ſatishde ? | 
2.Soul, How will ay wife for {laughter of my {onne, 
Take on with me end vere be ſatisfide 7 
Kmg. How will the people now -miſdeeme their King, 
Oh would my death their mindes could iacisfie. 
1.Seul, Was cucr ſanne ſorude, his fathers blood to ſpill ? 
2.Soul. Was euer father {o vnoaturall, hisfonne to Kill ? 
King, Was cuer King thus greeued and vexed till ? 
I.Sowl.lle beare thee hence from this accurſed place, 
For woe is me to fee my fathers face. 
Exit with bus father. 
2.Soul.Tle beare thee hence,and let them fight that will, 
For I haue murdered where 1ſhould not kill. 
Exit with his ſons. 
King. \Weepe wretched man,1le lay thee teare for teare,. 
Here fits a King,as woebegon as thee. 


Alarmes and enter the © weene, 
Queene, Away wy Lord,to Barwicke preſently, . 
The day is loſt, our friends are —_—_ 
No helpe is left for ys cherefore away, 


Emer Prince Edward. 
Prince, Oh fatherflic,our ren __ lek the field, 
3 


Take - 
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Take horſc ſweet facher;ler vs ſave our ſelues, 
Enter Exeter. | 
Exet Away wy Lord,for vengeance comes along with him : 
Nay (tznd not to expoſiahate,make haſte, 
Or elſe come afterHe away before. - 
K, Hen,Nay ſtay good Exeter,for Ile along with thee, 


Emter (lifford wounded, with an Arrow 
in bis mcke. 
{tif, Heere burnes my Candle our, 
That whilſt it laſted, gaue King Herr light. 
Ah Lancaſter,I feare thine overthrow, 
More chen my bodies parting from my ſoule, 
My loue and feare glude many friendsto thee, 
And nowlI die,that tough commixture melts. 
Impairing Herry,ftrengchened miſproud Yorke, 
The common/people twarmelike ſummer flies, 
And whether flies'the Gnars,but to the ſunne ? 
And who ſhines now, but Herries enemy ? 
Oh Phebm,had(t chou neuergiuen conſent, 
That Phaeton ſhould checkethy fiery ſtcedes, 
Thy burning carre had neuer ſcorcht the earth, 
And Henry, hadſt thou lwu'd as Kings ſhould do, 
And as thy father and his father did, 
Giuing no foote vnto the houſe of Yorks, 
I and ten thouſand in this wofull Land, 
Had left no mourning widdowes for our deaths, 
And thou this day hadft kept thy throne in peace, 
For what doth cheriſh weeds, but gentle aire e 
And what makes robbers bold, but lenity ? 
Bootlefſle are plaints,and curelefſe are my wounds, 
No way to flie,no ftrengthto hold ont flight, 
The foe is mercileſſe and wili notpitty me, . 
And at their hands I haue deſerude no pitty, ; 
"The ayre is got into iy bleeding wounds, þ 
And much effuſe of blood doth make me faint, : 
Come Yorks and Richard, arwicke and the reft, 


Yorke and Luncatter. 
I ſtab'd your fathers,now come ſplit my breaſt, 


Entey Edward, Richard, Warwicks, and Sonldior:, 
Edw,Thus farre our fortunes keepes an vpward 
Courlſe,and we are gracd with wreaths of victory, 
Some troopes purſue the bloudy minded Queene, 

That now towards Barwick doth poſte amaine, 
But thinke you that Cl;fford is fled away with them ? 
War.No,tis impoſſible he ſhould eſcape, 
Eor though before his faceI ſpeake the iwords, 
Your brother Richard markt him forthe graue, 
And where ſo ere he be, | warrant him dead, 
Clifford grones, and then dies, 
Eaw, Harke, what ſoule is this that takes his heauy leaue ? 
Rich. A deadly grone,like life and deaths departure, 
Edw.See who it is,and now the battailes ended, 
Friend or foe,let him be friendly vſed, 
Rich,Reuerſe that doome of mercy, for tis Clifford, 
Who kild our tender brother Rutlard, 
And ſtab'd our Princely father, Duke of Yorke, 
War.From off the gates of Yorke fetch downe the 
Head, Your fathers head which Clifford placed there : 
Inſtead of that,let his ſupply the roome, 
Meaſure for meaſure mult be anſwered, 
Edw,Bring forth-that fatall Scritchowle to our houle, 
That nothing tung to vs but bloud and death, 
Now his euill doing tongue no more ſhall ſpeake. 
War.I thinke his ynderſtandiog is bereft, 
Say Clifford,doſt thou. know who | +9 tothee ? 
Darke cloudy death ore-ſhades his beames of life, 
And he nor ſees nor heares vs what we ſay, 
- - Rich,Oh would he did, and ſoperhaps he doth, 
Andltis his pollicy that inthe time of death, 
He might auoid ſuch-bitter ſtormes as he: 
Inhis houre of death did giue ynto our father. 
George,Richard,if thou thinkeſtſo,vex him with cager words . 


Rich Clifford,aske mercy and-obtaine no grace, AY 


The comtentim of the two fanmedie Houſes, 
Eds. Clifford, repent iy beotleſſe peninence, 
War Clifford,deuiſe excuſes for thy fault. = 
George WHIYR we deviſe fell tortures for chy fauk, 
Rich, Thou piefied(t 7orhz and E arm fonne to Torke. 
Edw.Thou pittiedft Rurlovd,and I will picty thee. 
George, Whert's eapraine Margaret to fence you now? 
War. They mocke thee Clifford, ſweare as thou waſt wont, 
RechgV har;not an oath 7 Nay thetr [know hee's dead: 

Tis hard when Clifford canfior foord his friend an oath, 

By this L know hee's dead, md by my ſoule, 

Would this right hand buy but ati houres life, 

(That I in all contempt might raile at him) 

Ide cut it off, and with the iſſuing bloud, 

Stifle the villaine, whoſe inſtanched thirſt, 

Yorke and young Rutland could not ſatisfie, 
#ar.l,buthe is dead,off with the traitors head, 

Andreare it in the place your fathets ſtands, 

And now to London with ttiurnphant march, 

There to be crowned Englands lewfull King, 

From thence ſhall Warwick? crofle the ſeas to France, 

And aske the Lady F80#4 for thy Queen, 

So ſhalt thou finew borh theſe kandes cogether, 

And hauing France thy fttend,thou teeds not dread 

The ſcattered foe that hopes to rife ugaine. 

And though they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 

Yet looke to haue them buſie to offend thine cares. 

Firſt, Ile ſee the Coronation done, 

And afterward Ile crofſe the ſeas ro France, 

To effe@ this martiage,if it pleaſe my Lord. 
Edw,Euen as thou wilt good Warwicke let it be. 

Bur firſt before we goe,Georye kneele downe, 


We here create thee Duke of Clxreree, 

And girt thee with the ſword. 

Our younger brother Richard, Duke of Gloſter. 

Warwicke as my ſelfe ſhall do and vnds as lumſelfe pleaſerh bet. 
Rich, Let tne be Duke of Clirence, George of Gloſter, 

For Glofters Dukedome is roo ominous. 


WAr. 


e —— 


of Torke and Lancaſter. 

Par. Tuſh,that's a childiſh obſeruation. 
Richard,be Duke of Glofter : Now to London, 
To ſce theſe honours in poſſeſſion, Exeunt omnes, 


Enter two Keepers with Bow and 2 Arrowee, 
Keeper.Come,lets take our ſtands vpon this hill, 
And by and by the Deere will come this way. 
But ſtay, heere comgs a man,lets liſten him a while, 


Enter King Henry diſpuiſed. 
Hen.From Scotland am I tolne cucn of pure loue, 
And thus diſguiſde to greete my natiue Land, 
No Henry,no,it is no land of thine, 
No bending knee will call thee Ceſar now, 
No humble ſuters ſues to thee for tight. 
For how canſt thou helpe them,and not thy ſelfe? 
Keeper, I marry fir,heere's a Deereghis skinne is a 
Keepers fee.Sirra ſtand cloſe,for as I thinke, 
This is the King,King Edward hath depoſde, 
Hen,My Queene and Sonne, poore ſoules are gone to Fraxce, 
AndasT heare,the great commanding Warwicke, 
To intreate a marriage with the Lady Boya, 
If this be true,poore Queene and Sonne, 
Your labour is but ſpent in yaine, 
For Lewss is a Prince ſoone won with words, 
And arwicke is a ſubtle Oratour, 
He laughes, and ſaies his Edward is inſtalde. 
She weepes,and faies her Herry is depoſde. 
He on his right hand asking a wife for Faward, 
She on his left fide,craving aide for Henry. + 
Keeper. What art thou that talkes of Kings and Queens ? 
Hen, More then 1 ſceme, for lefſe 1 ſhould not be. 
A man at leaſt, and more Lcannot be, 
And men may talke of Kings,and why not I? 
Keeper. 1,but thou talkes,as if thou wert a King thy ſclte. 
Hen,Why ſo ] am in minde,though not in ſhew? 
Keeper. And if thoube a King, where is thy Crowne ? 
N Henry, 


, 
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Hen.My Crowne is in my heart,not on my head, 
My crowne is cald Content, a crownethat 
Kings dofildome times enioy. 
Keeper.And if thou be a King crownd with content, 
Your crowne content and you,myſt be content 
To go with ys ymto the Officer, for as we thinke, 
You are ovr quondam King, King Edwardhath depoſde, 
And therefore we charge you in Gods name and the Kings, 
To go along with vs vnto the Officers, 
Hen.Gods name be fulfild, your Kings name be 
Obeyde,and be you kings, command and lle obey. 


Exennt omnes. 


Enter King Edward, (larence,and Gloſter, Montague, 
. * Haſtings andthe Lady Grey, 
XK. Edw.Brothers of Clarence,and of Gloſter, 
This Ladies husband here, Sir Richard Grey, 
Art the battaile of S, Albones did loſe his life, 
His lands then were ſeiz'd on by the conqueror, 
Her ſure is nowto repoſleſle thoſe lands, 
And fith in quarcell ofthe houſe of Yorke, * 
The noble gentleman did loſe his life, 
In honour we cannot denie her ſure. 
Glo.Your highneſſe ſhall dowell to grant it then, 
K.Edw.1,ſo I will,but yet Ile make a pauſe, 
Gle,l,is the winde in that doore ? 
Clarence] (ce the-Lady hath ſomething to grant, 


Before the King will grant her humble fure. 


Gle.He knowes the game,how well he keepes the wind. 
K,Edw.\Widow,come ſome other time toknow our mind. 
La;May it pleaſe your Grace,] cannot brooke delaies, 
I befeech your highnefle to diſpatch me now. 
K.E4. Lords giue vs leaue, we meane to try this widowes wit. 
(!a.l, good leave hauc you. 
Go, For you will haue leave, till youth rake lean, 
Andleaue you to'your crouch, 
K.Ed,Come hither widow, how many thildreu haftthou ? 
Cs, 
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Yorke and Lancaſter. - 
{1.1 thinke he meanes to beg achilde on her, 
Glo,Nay whip me then,hee'l rather giue her two, 
La.Three, my moſt gracious Lord, 
Glo.You ſhall haue foureif you will be rulde by him, 
K.Ed.Wer't not pitty they ſhould loſe their fathers lands? 
La.Be pittifull chen dread Lord,and grant it them, 
K.Eaw.lle tell thee how theſe lands are to be got. 
La.So ſhall you binde me to your highneſle ſeruice, 
K.Eadw.What ſeruice wilt thou do me,if I grant it them? 
La.Eucn what your highneſle ſhall command, 
lo.Nay then widow lle warrant you all your 
Husbands lands,if you grant to do what he 
Commands. Fight cloſe,or in good faith 
You catch a clap. 
Cla.Nay I feare her not ynleſſe ſhe fall, 
Glo.Marry godsforbot man,for hee'l take vantage then, 
La,Why Rops my Lord,ſhall Inot know my taske ? 
K.Edw.An eafie taske;tis but to loue a King. 
La,Tbat's ſoone performd, becauſe I am a ſubie&. 
K.Ed,\Why then thy husbands lands I freely giue thee. 
La.I take my leaue with many thouſand thanks. 
Cla,The match is made,ſhe ſcales it with a curthie, 
K.Edw.Stay widdow ſtay, what loue doſt thou thinke 
I ſue ſo much to get? 
La.My humble ſeruice, ſuch as ſubiets owes, and the lawes 
commands, 
K,Edw.No by my rroth,] meant no ſuch loue, 
But to tell thee the troth, I aimetolie with thee, 
La.Torell youplaine my Lord,I had rather lie in priſon, 
K,Ed,Why then thou canſt not get thy husbands lands, 
La.Then mine honeſty ſhall be my dower, 
For by that loſſe I will nor purchaſe them, 
K.Edw.Herein thou wrongſthy children mightily. 
- La.Hereinyour highneſſe wrongs both them and 
Me,but mighty Lord,this merry inclination 
Agrees not with the ſadnefle o " ſute, 
Pleaſc it your highneſle to diſmifle me,cither with 10710. 
yt N 2 K, Eaw, 
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The _"—_— of the two famous Houſes, 

K.Edw.l,if thou ſay Ito my requeſt, 

No,if thou ſay no to my demand, 

.Then no my Lord,my ſure is at an end. 
Glo.The widdow likes himnot,ſhe bends the brow. 
Cla. Why he is the blunteſt wooer in Chriſtendome. 
K.Edw. Her lookes are all repleate with maieſty, 

One way or other ſheis for a King, : 

And ſhe ſhall be my loue or elſe my Queene. 

| Saythat King Edward tooke thee for his Queene. 

Lat Tisberter ſaid then done,my gracious Lord, 

I am a ſubic& fit to jeſt withall, 

But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne., 

King Edw.Sweete widdow,by my ftate I (weare,l] ſpeake 

No more then what my heart intends, 

And that isto enioy thee for my Loue. 

Lady, And that 1s more then I will yeeld vnto, 

I know I amtoo bad to be your Queene, 

And yet too good to be your Concubine, 

K.Eaw,You cauill widdow,I did meane my Queene, 
La.Your grace would be loath my ſons ſhold call you father, 
 K.Edw.No morethen when my daughters call thee mother. 

Thou art a widdow, and thou haſt ſome children, 

And by Gods mother,I being but a batchellor, 

Hiue other ſome, Why tis a happy thing 

To be the Father of many children. 

Argueno more,for thou ſhalt be my Queene. 
Clo.The ghoſtly father now hath done his ſhrift, 
(1a, When he was made a ſhriuer, 'twas for ſhift, 
K. Edw.Brothers,you muſe what talke the widdow 

And Thaue had,you would thiake it ftrange 

If I ſhould marry her. 

Cla.Marry her my Lord,to whom 2 

K.Edw, Why Clarence to my felfe, 

Glo. That would be ten dayes wonder at the leaft. 

( {a, Why that's 2 day longer then-a wonder laſts. 
Glo, And ſo much moreare the wonders in extremes, 
K,Edw.Well, ieaft on brochers,l cantell you,her 
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of Torke and LancaFey, 


Sute is granted for her husbands lands, 


Enter a Meſſenger, 
Meſſ. And it pleaſe your grace, Heyry your foe is 
Taken,and brought as priſoner,to your Pallace gates, 
K. Eaw. Away with him, and ſend himto the Tower, 
And lets go queſtion with the man abonr 
His apprehenhon. Lords along,and vſc 
This Lady honourably. Exeunt omne 1, 


Manet Glofter and Fpeakes, 
Glo.I, Edward will vic women honorably, 

Would he were waſted, marrow, bones and all, 
Thar from his loynes no iſſue might ſucceed, 
To hinder me from the golden time I looke for, 
For I amnot yet lookt on in the world, 
Firſt is there Edward, Clarence,and Henry, 
And his ſonne,and all they looke for iflue 
Of cheir loynes, ere I can plant my felfe. 
A cold premeditation for my purpoſe, 
What other pleaſure is there in the world beſide ? 
I will goclad my body in gay ornaments, 
And lull my ſelfe within a Ladies Jap, 
And witch ſweet Ladies with my words and lookes, 
Oh monſtrous man,to harbour ſuch a thought ! 
Why loue did ſcorne me in my mothers wombe. 
And for I ſhould not deale in her affarres, 
She did corrupt fraile nature in the fleſh, 
And plac'd an enuious mountaine on my backe, . 
Where fits deformity to mocke my body, 
To dry mine arme 'P like a withered ſhrimpe, 
To make my legs of an vnequall ze, 
And amIthena man to be belou'd? 
Eafier for me to compaſſe twenty crownes, 
Tut I can ſmile, and murder when I ſmile, 
I cry content,to that which greeues me moſt; 


I can adde colours to rhe Camelion, 
N 3 Ang | 


The contention of the two famone Houſes, 
And for a need change ſhapes with Prothems, 20 

And ſet the aſpiring Catalin to ſchoole, 

Can 1 do this,and cannot get.the Crowne? 

Tuſh, were it ten times higher,Ile.pullic.downe,' ' * Exit, 


Enter King Lewis and the Lady Bona, QOurene Margaret Prince 
' "Edward, and Oxford,with others, 
Lewis, Welcome Queene ACargaret, to the Court of France, 
Ic firs not Lews to fit while thou doſt ſtand, 
Sit by my fide, and heere I vow to thee, 
Thou ſhalt haue aide to.repoſleſle thy right, 
and beate proud Edward from his vſ{urped ſeate, 
and place King Hemry in bis former rule, 
Oren, humbly thanke your royall Maieſty, 
And pray the God of heauen to bleſle thy ſtare, 
Great King of France, that thus regards our wrongs. 


Emer Warwicke. 
Lewis, How now, who is this 2... _- 
Queen.Our Earle of Warwicke,Edwarads cheefeſt friend. 
Lewis, Welcome braue Farwicke,what brings thee to France? 
war From worthy Edward,King of England, 
My Lord and Soueraigne, and thy, yawed friend, 
I come in kindneſſe and vnfained loue, 
Firſtto do greetings to thy royall perſon, 
And then to craue a league of amity, 
Andlaſtly to confirme that amit | 
With nuptiall kner,if rhou couchſafe to grant 
Thar vertuous Lady Beza thy faire ſiſter, 
To Englands King in lawfull marriage. 
2u.Andifthis go forward,all our hope is done. 
ar. And gracious Madame,in our Kings behalfe, 
1am commanded with your loue and fauour, -. . 
Humbly to kifſe your hand, and with my tongue, 
To tell the paſſions of my Soueraignes heart, 
Where fame late entying at his heedfull cares, | 
Hath plac'd thy glorious image and thy vertwes. .; 
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of Torke and LancaFey, 
weene, King Lewis and Lady Bona, heare me \ peake, 

Before you anſwere Warwicke or his words, 

For he it is hath done ys all theſe wrongs, 

War,Inturious Margaret, 

Prince Edw, And why not Queene ? 

War.Becauſe thy father Herry did vſurpe, 

And thouno more art Prince then ſhe is Queene, 
Ox. Then Warwicke diſanuls great John of Gann, 

That did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spaine, 

And after /ohnof Gaunt,wiſe Henry the fourth, 

Whoſe wiledome was a mirrour to the world, 

and after this wife Prince Henry the fifr, 

Who with his prowefle conquered all France, 

From theſc our Hexry is lineally deſcent. 

War.Oxtord,how haps that in this ſmoothe diſcourſe, 
You told not how Herr the (ixt had loſt 
All that Hemry,the fift had gotten, 

Methinkes theſe Peeres of France ſhould ſmile at that, 
But for the reſt, you tell apedigree | 
Of threeſcore and two yeares,a filly time 
To make preſcription for x kingdomes worth, 

- Oxf, Why Warwicke,cantthou deny thy King, 
Whom thou obeyedſt thirty and eight yeares, 
and bewray thy treaſons with a bluſh ? 

ar.Can Oxford that did cuer fence theright,. 

Now buckler falſhood with a pedigree? 
For ſhame leaue Herry,and call Edward king. 

Oxf.Call him wy king, by whom mineelder 
Brother the Lord Awhray Vere was doneto death, 
And more then ſo,my father euen in the 
Downefall of his mellowed yeares, 

When age did call him-to.the doore of death # 
No #-rwickg,no; whil thfe vpholds this arme, 
This arme vpholdsthe houſe of 'Lancafer. 

-Wr,.And I the houſe of Yorke. : A 20; 

K Lewis. Queene Margarer,Prince Edward, 
Oxford youchfafeto forbearea while, | 
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The contention of tht two famous Houſes, 
Till 1 do talke a word with #arwickg. - 
Now Warwicke,cuen vpon thy honor tell me true; 
Is Edward lawfull King, or no? 1 
For I were loath to linke with him,that is not lawfull heire, 
Far,Thereon I pawne mine honour and my credite, 
Lews.V Vhat,is he gracious in the peoples eyes ? 
Par.The more, that Henry is vnfortunate. 
Lews.V Vhat,is his loue to our Siſter Bonus? 
War.Such it ſeemes, 
As may beſeeme a Monarch like himſelfe, 
My ſelfe haue often heard him ſay and ſweare, 
That this his loue was an eternall plant, 
The roote whereof was fixt in vertues ground, 
The leaues and fruite maintain'd with beauties ſunne, 
Exempt from enuy,but not from diſdaine, 
Vnleſſe the Lady Bone quit his paine, 
Lew.Then ſifterlet vs heare your firme reſoiue, 
Bona. our grant or deniall ſhall be mine, 
But ere this day I muſt confefle, when I 
Hauec heard your Kings deſerts recounted, 
Mine eares haue tempted iudgementrto defire, 
bew.Then.drawneere Queene CAfargarer, and be awitneſſe, 
T fat Bona (hall be wife to the Engliſh King. 
' Prince Edw.To Edward but not the Engliſh King, 
War, Henry now liues in Scotland at his caſe, 
 VVhere having nothing, nothing can he loſe, 
And as for you your ſelfe;our quondam Queene, 
You haue a fatherableco maintaine your ſtate,” 
And better 'twere'to trouble him then France, 


Sound for a Poſte within. - 
Lewis, Heere comes ſome Poſte /arwicke,to thee or vs. 
Poſte.My Lord ambafſador,this Letrer is for you, 

Sent from your brother,Marqueſſe #fonragwe, ' | 
This from our King, vnto your Maicfty,  - 

| And theſe to-you Madam;from whom I know nt... 

Oxf.llikeit well, that our faire Queene and Miſtrefſe, 


Smiles 


Torke and LancaFer. 


Smiles at her newes, when Farwicke frets at his, 
P.Ed. And marke how Lews ftampes as he were netled, 
Lew, Now CMargaret & Warwicke, what are your newes ? 
ween, Mine is ſuch, as fils my heare with ioy. 
War, Mine, full of ſorrow ang hearts diſcontent, 
Lew, What, hath your King married the Lady Gray. 
Andnow to excuſe himſelfe, ſends vs a poſte ea——n ? 
How dares he preſume to vſe ys thus ? 
Qs. This prooueth Edwards loue, and Warwickes honeſty. 
War. King Lewis, I heere proteſt in fight ofheauen, 
And by the hope I haue of heauenly bliſs, 
That I am cleere from this miſdeed of Edwards, 
No more my King, for he diſhonors me, 
And moſt himlſelfe, if he could ſge his ſhame, 
Did I forget, that by the houſe of Yorke, 
My father cameto an vntimely death ? 
Did Ilet paſſe the abuſe done to thy Neece #; 
Did I impale him with the Regall Crowne ? 
And thruſt King Henry from his natiuehome*? 
And (moſt vngratefull) doth he yſe me thus ? 
My gracious Ch pardon what is paſt, 
And henceforth I am thy true ſervitor : 
I will reuenge the wrongs done to Lady Bona,\ 
And replant Herry in his former ſtate, 
. Yes Warwick, lle quite forget thy former faults, 
Ifnow thou wilt become King Herries friend, 
War. So much his friend, I his vofained fricnd, 
That if King Lews vouchſafe to furniſh vs 
With ſome few bands of choſen ſoldiers, 
Ie vndertake to land them on our coaſt, 
And force the Tyrant from his ſeate by warre, 
Tis not his new made bride ſhall ſuccour him. 
Lew,Then at the laſt I firmly am reſolu'd 
You ſhalthaue aide: and Engliſhmeſflenger, returne 
In poſt, and tell falſe Edward thy ſuppoled King, 
That Lewis of France is ſending ouer Maskers, 


To reuell it with him, and his new bride, 
O Bona, 
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The contention of the two famone Houſes, 
Bona, Tell himin hope hee'l be a widdower ſhortly, 
He weare the willow garland for his ſake, 
@zeene,Tell him my mourning weeds be laide afide, 
And 1 am ready to put armouron, | 
War Tell him from me,that he hath done me wrong, - 
And therefore lle vncrowne him er't be long, 
There's thy reward, be gone, Exit Mef. 
Lews.But now tell me #arwicze,what aſſurance 
I ſhall have of thy true loyalty ? 
IWar. This ſhall aſſure my conſtant loyalty, 
If that our Queene and this young Prince agrec, 
Ne ioyne minceldeſt daughrer and ws ax. 
To him forthwith in holy wedlocke bands. 
Oneene, With all my hart,that match] like full well, 
Loue her ſonne Edward ſhe is faire'and young, 
And giue thy hand tro Warwicke for thy loue. 
* Lews.Itis enough,and now we will prepare, 
Tolevie ſoldiors for to goce with you. 
And you Lord Bowrhon,our high Admirall, 
Shall wafe them ſafely to the Engliſh coaft, 
And chaſe proud Edward from his flumbring trance, 
For mocking marriage withthe name of Fraxce. 
war.l came from Edward as Embaſſador, 
But I return2 his {worge and morrall foe: 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gaue me, 
But dreadfull warre ſhall anfwere his demand. 
Had he none elſe to make aſtale but me? 
Then none but I ſhall rurne his iefſt ro forrow, - 
] was the cheefe that raiſde himrto the Crowne, 
Aud lle be cheefe to bring him downe againe, 
Not that I pitty Hewries miſery, 
But feeke revenge on Edwards mockery. Exit. 


Enter King Edward, the Queene, Clarence, Gloſter, 
Haſtings, Penbrookg, with ſoldiers. 


Edw,Brothers of Clarence,andof Gloſter, 


CMont agne, 


What 


Yorke and Lancafer, 

Wharthinke you of our marriage with the Lady Grey ? 
{!a.My Lord, we thinke as #arwicke and Lewss 

That are ſo ſlacke in iudgementr,that they will take 

No offence at this ſudden marriage, 
Edw.Suppole they do,they are but Lewss and Warwicke, 

And I am both your King and #arwicks, 

And will be obeyed, 

Glo. And ſhall, becauſe our King,but yet ſuch 
Sudden marriages fildome proneth well, 

Edw,Yea brother Richard,are you againſt vs too ? 

 Glo,Not I my Lord,no,God forefend, that I 
Should once gainſay tr highneſle pleaſure, 
I,and twere pitty to ſunder them that yoke ſo well together,” 
Ew. Setting your sKornes and your diſlikes aſide, 
Shew me ſome reaſons why the Lady Grey, 
May not be my Louc,and Englands Queene 
Speake freely (larence, Glocefter, 
Atlontague,and Haſtings. 
Cla.My Lord,then this is mine opinion, 
That Warwicke being diſhonored in his Embaſlage, 
Doth ſeeke reuenge to quit his injuries. 

Glo, And Lews in regard of his liſters wrongs, 

Doth ioyne with Warwicke to ſupplant your ſtate, 

Ed.Suppoſe that Lewis and Warwicke be appeaſde; 
By ſuch meanes as I can beſt deuiſe, 

AMont,Bur yet to haue ioynd with France in this 
Alliance, would more haue firengthened this our 
Common-wealth,gainſt forraine ftormes, 

Then any home-bred marriage. 

Haft.Let England be true within it ſelfe, 

We need not France,nor any alliance with them, 
Cla.For this one ſpeech, Lord Haſtings well deſerues, 
To haue the daughter and heyre of the Lord Hwngerford. 

Edw,And what then ? it was our will it ſhould beſo, 

Cla.l,and for ſuchathing too the Lord Scales 
Did well deſerue at your hands,to haue the 


Daughter ofthe Lord Bonfie/d,and left your 
O 2 Brother 


The contention of the two famous Houſer, 
Brothers to go ſeeke elſe-where, but in your madneſſe 
You bury brother-hoad, 

Edw. Alas poore Clarence, is jt for a wife 
That thou art male-content, 

Why man be of good cheere, Ne provide thee one, 

Cla, Nay, you playde the broker ſo jll for your lelfe, 
That ye (hall giue me leaue to make my choiſe 
AsIthinke good: and to that intent 
I ſhortly meane to leaue you, 

Edw. Leaue me, or tarry, I am full reſolu'd, 
Edward will not bety'd-to his brothers willes, 

fu, My Lords, do me bur right, 

Andyou muſt confeſle, before ir pleaſd his highneſſe 
To aduance my ſtate to Title of a Queene, 
That I was not jgnoble from my birth. 

Eaw, Forbeare my Loue to fawne vpon their frownes, 

For thee they muſt obey, nay ſhall obey, 
And if they looke for fauour at my hands. 
Mont. My Lord,here is the Meflenger return'd from France. 


Enter Meſſenger. 
Ed, Now firra, what letters 2 Or what newes ? 
Meſ.No Letters my Lord, 
And ſuch Newes, as without your highneſle pardon, 
I darenot relate. 
Ed, We pardon thee, and (as neere as thou canſt) tell me, 
What ſaide Lewis to our Letters? 
Hef. At my departure theſe were his very wordes. 
Go tell falſe Edward thy ſuppoſed King, 
That Lewis of France is ſending over Maskers, 
Toreuell it with him,and his new bride. 
Ea. Is Lewis ſo braue e Belike, he thinkes me Hem. 
But what fayde Lady Bona to theſe wrongs? 
Hef. Tell him, quoth ſhe, in hope heel proue a widdower 
Shortly, Ile weare # willow Garland for his fake. 
Ed. She had the wrong; | Wk 
Indeed ſhe could ſay little lefſe, But what ſaid Hevries Queene, 
For 
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Torke and LancaFer. 


For as I heare, ſhe was then inplace ? 
Meſ. Tell him quoth ſhe, my mourning weeds be done, 
And Iam ready to put armour on, | 
Ed, Then belike ſhe meanes to play the Amazon. 
But what ſaide Farwicke to theſe iniuries ? 
Meſ. He more incenſed then the reſt my Lord, 
Tell him quoth he, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore lle yncrowne him er't be long, 
Ed. Ha, durſt the Traitor breath out ſuch proud words * 
Burt TI will arme me to preuent the worſt, 
But what is Yarwicke friends with Iſargarer ? 
Meſ.l my good Lord, they are fo linkt in friendſhip, 
That young Prince Edward marries Farwickes daughter, 
Y Cla, The elder, belike {7arerce ſhall haue the yonger, 
All you that louc me and Farwicke follow me, 
Exit (larence and Somerſet, 
Ea. Clarence and Somerſet fled to Warwiths, 
. What ſay you brother Richard, will you and to vs ? 
Glo. I my Lord, in deſpight of all that (hall withſtand you, 
For why hath Nature made me halt downe right, 
But that I ſhould be yaliant and Rand to it : 
For if I would, I cannot runne away, 
Edw. Penbrooke, goraiſe an army preſently, 
Pitch vp my Tent; for in the field this night 
I meane to reſt, and on the morrow morne, 
Ile march to meete proud #arwicke,cre he land 
Thoſe ſtragling troopes which he hath gor in France, 
But ere I go, Montague and Haſtings, 
You aboue all the re(t are neere allyed 
In blood to Warwicke : therefore tell me, 
If you fauour him more then me, or not, 
Speake truly, for I had rather haue you open enemies, 
Then hollow friends. 
Mont,So God helpe Montagne, as he proves true, 
Haſt, And Haſtings, as he fauours Edwards cauſe, 


Edw, It ſhall ſuſhce, Come then let's march away. 
E xennt omnes, 


O3 Enter © 
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The contention of the two famous Houſes, 


. 
Enter Warwicke and Oxford with Soldiors, 
War.Truſt me my Lords,all hitherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers ſwarme to vs, 
But ſee where Somerſet and Clarence comes, 
Speake ſuddenly my Lord s,are we all friends ? 
Cla.Feare not that my Lord, 
Far,Then gentle Clarence, welcome vato Warwicke, 
And welcome Somerſet, ] hold it cowardiſe, 
Toreſt miſtruſtfull, where a noble heart 
Hath pawnd an open hand in figne of loue, 
Elſe might I thinke that Clarence, Edwards brother, 
Were but a fained friend to our proceedings, 
But welcome ſweet Clarezce,my daughter ſhall be thine. 
And now what reſts but in nights couverture, 
Thy brother being carleſly encampr, 
His ſoldiors lurking M the towne about, 
And bur attended by a ſimple guard, 
We may ſurprize and take him at our pleaſure, 
Our ſcouts haue found the aduenture very eaſe, 
Then cry king Henry with reſolued whoa! uy 
And breake we preſently into his Tent. 
Cla, Why then lets on our way in ſilent ſort, 
For Farwicke and his friends, God and $.George, 
War,This is his tent,and ſee where his guard doth ſtand, 
Courage my ſouldiers, now or never, 
But follow me now, and Edward ſhall be ours. 
All. A Warwicke,a Warwicke, 


Alarmes and Gloſter and Haſtings flies, 

Oxf.Who goes there y q oe” 

War Richard and Ha#tings,let them gogheere is the Duke. 

Edw.The Duke, why Warwicke when we parted 
Laſt,thou calledſ{t me King. 

War,l,butthe caſe is altred now, 
When you diſgrac'tme in my Embaſſage, 
Then I diſgrac'ſt you from being King, 
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Torke and LancaFer. 


And now am come to create you Duke of Yorke, 
Alafſe,how ſhould you gouerne any kingdome, 
That knowes not how to vſe Embaſſadors, 
Nor how to vie your brothers brotherly, 
Nor how to ſhroud your ſelfe from enemies, 
Edw, Well Farwicke,let fortune do her worſt, 
Eaward in minde will beare himſelfe a King, 
War.Then for his minde,be Edward Englands King, 
But Henry now ſhall weare the Engliſh Crowne, 
Go conuay him to our brother Archbiſhop of Yorke, 
And whenlI haue fought with Penbroke and his followers, 
Ile come and tell thee what the Lady Boxa ſaies, 
And ſo for a while farwell good Duke of Yorke, 
4 E xit ſome with Edward. 
(1a.What followes now ? all hitherto goes well, 
Buc we muſt diſpatch ſome letters into France, 
To tell che Queene of our happy fortune, 
And bid her come with ſpeed to ioyne with vs. 
War.l that's the firſt thing that we haue to do, 
And free King Hewry from impriſonment, 
And ſee him ſeated in his Regall Throne, 
Comelets haſte away,and hauing paſt theſe cares, 


lle poſte to Torte,and ſee how Edward fares, Exennt onnes. 


Enter Gloſter, Haſtmgs and Sir William Stanley, 
Glo.Lord Haſtings,and Sir William Stanly, 
Know that the cauſe I ſent for you is this, 
I looke my brother with aflender traine, 
Should come a hunting in this Forreſt heere. 
The Biſhop of Yorke befriends him much, 
Andlets him vſc his pleaſure in the chaſe, 
Now lI haue priuily ſent him word, 
How I am come with youto reſcue him, 
and ſee where the huntſman and he doth come. 


Enter Edward and a Huntſman. 


£ Huntſ:This way my Lord the Deere is gone. 
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Edw, No this way hunt{man, 
See where the Keepers Rand, Now brother and the reſt, 
What, are you provided to depart ? 
Glo. I, I, the horſe ſtands atthe Parke corner 
' Come, to Lin, and ſo take ſhipping into Flanders : 
Ed, Come then, Haſtings and Stavley, 
I will requite your loues. Byſhop farewell, 
Shceeld thee from Warwickes frowne, 
And pray that I mayxepoſleſle the Crowne. 
Now huntſman,what will you do ? 
——_ Marry my Lord, I thinke I had as good 
Go wit " arg tarry hcere to be hangd. 
Edw. Come then lets away with ſpeed. Exeunt omne: 


Enter the Q ngene and the Lord Rivers. 

Riners, Tell me good Madame, 

Why is your Grace bo paſhonate of late? | 
#, Why brother Rixers, heare ye not the newes 

Of that ſucceſle King Edward had of late ? 7 

Rizers, What 7 loſſe of ſome pitcht batraile againſt Farwick. 
Tuſh, feare not faire Queene, but caſt thoſe cares aſide, 
King Edwards noble minde, his honours doth diſplay ; 
And #arwickg may loſe, though then he got the day. 

#, If that were all,my greefes were at an end, 

But greater troubles will | feare befall. 

Riz. What, is he taken priſoner by the foe, 
To the danger of his royall perſon then ? 

Lucen,] ther 's my greefe, King Edward is (urpriz'd., 
And led away as priſoner vnto Yorke, 

Rin.The newes is paſſing firange Imuſt confeſle ; 
" Yet comfort your ſelfe, for Edward hath more friends, 
Theo Lancaſter at this time muſt perceyue, 
That ſome will ſet him in his Throne againe, 

Qs, God grantthey may ; but gentle brother come, 
And let me leane vpon thine arme awhile, 
Vntill I come vnto the SanQuary, 


T here to preſerue the fruite within wy wombe, 
King 


of Torke and Lancaſter, 
King Edwards ſeed,rrue heire to Englands crowne, Exit, 


Enter Edward and Richard, and Haſtings, with a F 
troope of Hollanders, 
Edw.Thus far from Belgia haue we paſt the ſeas, 
And marcht trom Raw»ſper hauen vnto Yorke : 
But ſoft the gates are ſhut, Ilikenot this, 
Rich.Sound vp the drum,and call them to the wals, 


Enter the Lord Maior of Yorke, 2pon the wals, 
Maior,My Lords we had notice of your comming, 
And that's the cauſe we ſtand ypon our guard, 
And ſhut the gates for to preſerue the Towne, 
Henry now is Fin ,and we are {worne to him, 
Edw. Why my Lord Maior,if Heyry be your king, 
Edward I am ſure at leaſt,is Duke of Yorke, 
Maior,Truth my Lord,we know you for no lefle, 
Edw.I crauc nothing but my Dukedome, 
Rich, But when the Foxe hath gotten in his head, 
Hee'l quickly make the body follow after, | 
Haſt.Why my Lord Maior, what tand you ypon points? 
Open the gares,we are king Henries friends, 


Maior.Say you ſo,then Jle open them preſently. 
Exit Maior, 


Rich.By my faith,a wiſe ſtout captaine,and ſooneperſwaded 


The Maior opens the doore,and brings the keies in his hand, 
Edw.So my Lord Maior,theſe gates muſt nor be ſhut, 
But in the time of warre,giue me the keyes: 
What, feare not man,for Edward will defend 
The towne and you, deſpight of all your foes, 


Enter Sir Iohn Mowuntgomery, with drum aud ſoldzors, 
How now Richard,who is this? 
Rich.Brother,this is Sic ſohn Afontgommery, 
A truſtie friend, ynlefſe I be deceiude. 


Eaw,Welcome Sir /obn, Wherefore come you in armes 7 PR 
P ir 
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Sir Ioby.To helpe King Edvardin this time of Rormes, 
As euery loyall ſubie& ought to do, 
Edw,Thankes braue Aon geme, 
But 1 onely claime my Dukedome, 
Vntill it pleaſe God ro ſend the reſt, | 
Sir Iohn, Then fare you well.Drum ſtrike vp and let vs 
March away,I came to ſerue a King, and not a Duke, 
Edw.Nay flay fir /obn,ard let vs firſt debate, 
With what ſecurity we may do this thing. 
Sir [ohn .\W hat ſtand you on debating,to bebrictc, 
Except you. preſently proclaime your ſelte our King, 
Ile hence againe,and keepe them backe 
That come ro ſuccour you, why ſhould we fight, 
When you pretend no title? 
Rh. Fie brother,ſtand you vpon tearmes ? 
Reſolve your ſ{elfe,and let vs claime the crowne, 
| Edw.l am reſolude once more to claime the crowne, 
And win it to0,or elſe to loſe my life, 
Sir John, now my Soueraigne ſpeaketh himſelfe, 
And now will I be Edwards Champion. 
Sound Trumpets, for Edwardſhall be proclaimd, 
Edward the in » by the graceof God, king of England and 
" FPrance,and Lord of Ireland; and whoſocuer gainſaies King 
Edwards right,by this I challenge him to ſingle fight, Long 
live Edward the fra 
All.Long live Edward the fourth. 
Edw,We thanke you all. Lord Maior leade onthe way.. 
For this night wee'l harbour here in Yorke, 
And then as early as the morning ſunne, 
Lifts vp his beames aboue this horiſon, 
Wee'l march to London,to meete with Warwicke, 
And pull falſe Henry from the Regall throne, 


E xennt omnes, 


Enter IWarwicks and Clarence with the Crowne, and thew 
King Henry, Oxford, Somerſet,and the 


Krve., 


of Yorke and Lancaſter. 

King. Thus from the priſon to this princely ſeate, 
By Gods great mercies am I brought againe, 
Clarence and Warwicke, do you keepe the crowne, 
And gouerne and proteCt my Realmein peace, 
And I will ſpend the remnant of my daies, 

To linnesr vr my Creators praiſe. 

War. Vhat anſweres Clarence to his Soueraignes will x 

Cla.Clarence agrees to what kin g Henry likes, 

King.My Lord of Somerſet, what pretty boy 
 Isthat = ſceme to be ſo carefull of ? 

Sor. It it pleaſe your grace,it is youn L 
Earle of Richmond, Ce Wn WY 

King. Henry of Richmoyd,Come hither pretty Lad. 
If heavenly pawers do aime aright 
Tomy diuining thoughts,thou pretty boy, 

Shalr proue this Countries bliſſe. 

Thy head is made to weare a princely crowne, 
Thy lookes are all repleate with Maieſty, 
Make much of him my Lords, 

For this is he ſhall helpe you more, 

Then you are hurt by me. 


Enter one with a Letter to Warwicke, 


War. What counſel! Lords, Edward from Belgia, 
With haftie Germanes and blunt Hollanders, 
Is paſt in ſafety through the narrow ſeas, 
And with his troopes do march amaine towards London, 
And many giddy headed people follow him, 

Oxf.Tis beſt to looke tothis betimes, 
For if this fire do kindle any further, 
It will be hard for vs to quench it out. 

tar,1n Warwickſhire I haue true hearted friends, 
Not mutinous inpeace,yet bold in warre, 
Them will I muſter vp,and thou ſonne (arerce, 
Shalt in Eſſex, Suffolke,Norfolke,and in Kent, 


Stir vp the knights and gentlemen to come with thee. 
"ur vp i E = And 
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And thou brother Montague,in Leiſterſhire, 
Buckingham and Northamptonſhire ſhalt finde, 
Men well inclinde to do what thou commands, 
And thou braue Oxford, wondrous well belou'd, 
Shalt in thy Countries muſter vp thy friends. 
My Soueraigne with his louing Cittizens, 
Shall reſt in London till we come to him. 
Faire Lords take leaue,and ſtand not to reply, 
Farewell my Soueraigne. | 
King,Farwell my Heftor,my Trozes true hope, 
ar, Farwel ſweet Lords,lets mecte at Couentry, 
All Agreed, Exennt omne-. 


Eater Edward and bis trame. 
Edw,Seize on the ſhamefac'lt Heyry, 
And once againe conuey him tothe Tower, 
| Away with him,I will not heare him ſpeake. 
And now towards Couentry let ys bend our courſe, 
To meete with Farwicke and his confederates, 
Exennt ones, 
Enter Warwicke on thewals. 
War,Where is the poſte that came from yaliant Oxford * 
How farre hence is thy Lord,my honeſt fellow ? 
Oxf.poſte,By this at Daintry marching hitherward. 
War.Where is our brother Montague? 
Where is the Poſte that came from Montague? 
Poſte.) left him at Donſwore with his troopes, 
War.Say Summerfield, where is my louing ſonne ? 
And by thy gueſſe, how farre is Clarence hence ? 
Summer, At Southam my Lord Lleft him with 
His force,and do expe@ him two houres hence. Y 
'Var.Then Oxford is at hand, I heare his Drum, | ; 


Enter Edward and his power, 
Gh.See brother, where the ſurlie Farwicke mans the wall. &: 
#ar.O vnbid ſpight,is ſporfull Edvardcome ? 
Where ſleprour ſcouts, or how are they ſeduc'd, 
That 


of Yorke and LancaFey, 
That we could have no newes of their repaire ? 
Edw,Now Warwickg,wilt thou be ſorry for thy faults 
And call Edvard: king,and he will pardon thee, 
War.Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe, 
Confeſle who ſet thee yp and puld thee downe, 
Call Warwicke Patron,and be penitent ? 
And thou ſhalt (till remaine the Duke of Yorke, 
Glo.lhad thought atleaſt he would haue ſaid the king, 
Or did he make the icaſt againſt his will, 
War, Twas Warwicke gaue the kingdome to thy brother, 
Edw,Why then tis mine, if but by Warwick gift. 
Far.1,but thou art no Atlas for ſoa great a weight, 
And weakling ,Warwicke takes his gift againe, 
Henry is my king ,Warwicke his ſubic, 
Edw.1prethee gallant Warwicke tell me this, 
What is the body when the head is off? 
Glo.Alaſſe,that #arwicke had no more forefight, 
But whilſt he ſought to ſteale the fingle ten, 
The king was finely fingred fromthe decke. 
You left poore Hemry in the Biſhops pallace, 
And tento one you'l meete himin the Tower, 
Eaw.Tis euen ſo,and yet you are old Warwicke (ill, 
War.O cheerefull colours,ſee where Oxford comes, 


Enter Oxford,with drum and ſoulators, 
Ox.Oxford, Oxford,tor Lancater, Exit, . 
E4.The gates are open,ſce,they enter in, 
Lets follow them, and bid them batraile in the ftreetes, 
Glo.No,ſo tome other might ſet ypon our backes, | 
Wee'l ſtay till all be entered,and then follow them, 


Enter Somerſet with Drum and ſoldiors,. 
Som. Somerſet, Somerſet for Lancaſter. 
Exit; 
lo.T wo of thy name, both Dukes of Somrerſet,/ 
Haue ſolde their lives vynto the houſe of Yorke, 


Aid thou ſhalt be the third, if my ſword hold, 
P. 3 Enter 
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Emer Montagne, with Drum ard Soldjors. 
Mont, Montague, Montague;for Lancaſter. 
Edw.Traiterous Montague,thou and chy brother 
Shall deerely abide this rebellious ate. 


Enter Clarence with Drum and Soldiors. 
War. And loc where George of (Tarence ſweepes along, 
Of power enough to bid his brother bartaile. 
{1a.Clarence ,Clarence,for Lancaſter, 
Edw. Et tu Brute,wilt thou tab Ceſar too ? 
A parlie firra,to George of Clarence, 


Sound aparlie,and Richard and Clarence whifþers together, and then 
{larence takes his red Roſe ont of his Bat ,& throwes it at Warwick 


War,Come (Tarence,come,thou wilt if Farwicke call. 


Cla.Father of Wazwicke, know you what this meancs ? 
I throw mine infamy atthee, 


I will not ruinate my fathers houſe, 

(Who gaue his blood tolime the ſtones together) 
And ſer vp Lancaſter, Thinkeft thou, 

That Clarence is ſo harſh vanaturall, 

To lift his ſword againſt his brothers life, 

And ſo proud hearted Warwicke I defie thee, 


And to my brothers turne my bluſhing checkes, 
Pardon me Edward, for I have done amiſſe, 


And Richard do not frowne vpon me, 
For henceferth I will proue no more ynconſtant, 


Eaw.Weleome Clarence,and ten times more welcome, 
Then if thou never hadſt deſeru'd our hate, 
Clo.Welcome good Clarence,this is brotherly, 
Far.Oh paſſing traitor,periur'd and yniuſt, 
Edw,Now Warwicke, wilt thou leaue 


The zowne and fight ? or ſhall we beate the 
Stones about thine cares ? | 


War, Why 1 am notcooprt vp heere for defence 
I will away to Barnet ncibrnedy ; | 


| And 
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And bid thee battaile,Edzard if thou dar'ſt. 

. Edw.Yes Warwicke he dares, and leades the way, 
Lords to the field, Saint George and yiRtory, 


E'xeunt omnes, 


Alarmes,and then enter Warwicke wounded. 

War,Ah, who is nie ? Come to me friend or foe, 
And tell me who is victor, Torke or Warwicke ? 
Why aske 1 that ? my mangled body ſhewes, 
That I muſt yeeld my body. co the earth. 
And by my fall the conqueſt to my foes, 
Thus yeelds the Cedar to the axes edge, 
Whoſe armes gaue ſhelter to the princely Eagle, 
Vader whoſe thade the rampant Lyon ſlept, 
Whoſe top branch ouer-peerd /oxes ſpreading tree, 
The wrinckles in my browes now fild with bloud, 
Were likened oft to kingly ſepulchers, 
For who liu'd king,burt I could dig his graue? 
And who durſt ſmile, when Farwicke bent his brow 2 
Loc now my glory ſmeard in duſt and blood, 
My parkes,my walkes,my mannors that I had, 
Euen now foriake me,and of all my Lands, 
Is nothing left me but my bodies length. 


Enter Oxford and Somerſet. 


Oxf. Ah Warwicke, Warwicke,cheere vp thy ſelfe and liue, 
For yer ther2's hope etzough to win the day, 
Our warlike Queene with troopes is come from France; 
And at South-hampton landed all her traine, 
And might thou liue, then would we neuer flic, 
War.Why then I would not flie,nor haue Inow, 
But Hercwles himſelfe muſt yeeld ro ods, 
For many wounds receiu'd,and many more repaide, 
Hath robd my ſtropg knit finewes of their ſtrength, 
And fpite of ſpites needs muſt I yeeldrodeath, 
.Som.Thy brother Montague bath breath'd his laſt, 
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And at the pangs of death I heard him cry 
And ſay, Commend me to my valiant brother: 
And more he would hue ſpoke, and more he ſaide, 
Which ſounded Like a clamour in a vault, 
That could not be diſtinguiſht for the ſound, 
And ſo the valiant Montague gaue vp the ghoſt, 

War. What is pompe, rule, reigne, but earth and duſt ? 
And live we how we can, yet dye we maſt, 
-Sweet reſt his ſoule, flye Lords, and ſaue your ſelues, 
For Warwicke bids you all farewell ro meete in heauen. 

He dyes. 

Oxf, Come Noble Somerſet, let's take our horſe, 
And cauſe retreate be ſounded through the Campe, 
That all our friends that yet remaine aliue, 
May be forewarn'd, and ſaue themſelues by flight, 
That done, with them weell poſte vnto the Queene, 
And once moretry our forcune in the field, 


Exit ambo, . 


Enter Edward, ( larence, and Gloſter, with 
Soldzers. 
Edw, Thus ſtill our fortune giues vs viRorie, 

And girt our temples with triumphant ioyes. 
The big-bon'd traitor #Warwicke hath breath'd his laſt, 
And heauen this day hath ſmil'd vpon vs all, 
But in this cleare and brightſome day, 
I ſee a blacke ſuſpitious clowd appeare, 
That will encounter with our glorious Sunne, 
Before he gaine his eaſefull weſterne beames ; 
I meane thoſepow'rs which the Queene hath got in France 
Are landed, and meane once more to menace vs. 
_. Glo, Oxford andSomerſet are fled to her, 
And'tis likely, if ſhe haue-timeto breath, 
Her faQtion will be full as ſtrong as ours. 

Edw, We are aduertiſde by our louing friends, 
That they do hold their courfe rowardes Tewksbury : 


Thither will we, for williognefle rids way : , 
An 
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And in every Country as we paſſe along, 
'Our ſtrengths ſhall be augmented, 
Comelets go,for if we ſlacke this bright ſummers day, 


Sharpe winters ſhowers will marre our hope for haie. 
E xeunt ymnes, 


Enter the Queene,Prince Edward, Oxford and Somerſet, 
with Drum and Soldiors, 
weene, Welcome to England, my louing friends of France, 
And welcome Somerſet, and Oxford too, | 
Once more haue we ſpread our ſailes abroad, 
and though our tackling be almoſt conſumde, 
and Warwicke as our maine Maſt ouerthrowne, 
Yet warlike Lords raiſe you that ſturdie poſte, 
That beares the ſailes to bring vs vntoreſt, 
and Ned and I as willing Pilots ſhould, 
For once with carefull mindes guide on the ſterne, 
To beare ys through that dangerous gulfe 
That heeretofore hath ſwallowed vp our friends, 
Prince. And if there be (as God forbid there ſhould) 
amongſt vs a timerous or fearefull man, 
Let him depart before the battailes ioyne, 
Leaſt he in time of need entice another, 
and fo withdrawtheſoldiours hearts from ys, 
I willnot ſtand aloofe and bid you fight, 
But with my ſword preaſe in ho thickeſt throngs, 
and ſingle Edward from his ſtrongeſt guard, 
and hand to hand enforce him for to yeeld, 
Or leaue my body as witneſſe of my thoughts, 
Oxf.\Nomen and children of ſo highreſolue, 
And warriors faint,why twere pros ſhame, 
Oh braue young Prince,thy noble grandfather 
Doth liue aganne in thee, 
Long maiſt thou liue to beare his image, 
And to renew his glories. 
Som, And he that turnes and flies when ſuch doi ghe, 
Let him to bed, and like the Owle by day. 
| \ Be 


- 
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Be hiſt, and wondered at if he ariſe. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mefſ. My-Lords, Duke Edward with a mighty power 
| Is marching hitherwards to fight with you, 
Oxf, I thought it was his policy to take ys vnprouided, 
But here will we ſtand and fight it to the death, 


Enter K.Edward,(larence,Gloſter, Haſtings and ſouldiers, 
Edw.Sce brothers, yonder ſtands the thorny wood, 

Which by Gods affiſtance, and your proweſle, 

Shall with our ſwords ere night be cleane cut downe, 
Queen, Lords, Knights, aud Gentlemen, what I ſhould fay 

My teares gainſay. For as you fee, I'drinke 

The water of mineeyes. Then no more but this : 

Hevry our King is priſoner in the Tower, 

His land, and all our friends, are quite diſtreſt, 

And yonder ſtands the Wolfe thatmakes alt this ; 

Then on Gods name Lords together cry,S4int George. 
eAll. Saint George for Lancaſter, 


Alarmes to the battell, Yorks flies, then the chambers be diſcharged, 
Then enter the King, Clarence,Gloſter and the reſt, making a great 
ſhont, and cry, for Torks, for Torke, and thenthe Queene, Prince, 
Oxford, and Somerſet are taken, andthen ſound and enter all a= 
ANC, | 
Eaw, Lo here a you of tumultuous broyles, 
Away with Oxford to Hames Caſtle ſtraight, 
For Somerſet, off with his guilty head, 
Away, Iwill not heare them ſpeake, 
Oxf, For my part Ile not trouble thee with words, Exit Oxf. 
Som,Norl, but ſtoop with patience to my death, > 25 Sum. 
Edw, Now Edward, what fatisfaQion canſt thou make, 
For ſtirring vp my ſubieRts to rebellion? | 
Prin, Speakelike a ſubie&proud*ambirious Yorke; 
Suppoſe that I amnow my fathers mouth, '- 
Refignethy chaire;and where Iſtand;kneele thoy, 
WhilR I propoſe the ſelfefatie wordsto ther, ' 


Which 


of Yorke and Lancaſter. 
Which Traitor thou would haue me anſwer to. 
Qs. Oh that thy father had bene ſo reſolu'd, 
Glo, That you might ſtill haue kept your peticote 
And nere haue ſtolne the breech from Lancaſter, 
Prin, Let «£ſop fable ina winters night, 
His curriſh Riddles ſorts not with this place, 
Glo, By heauen brat,ile plague you Ge that word. 
2s, I, thou waſt borne to be a plague to men; 
Glo, For Gods ſake take away this capriue ſcold, 
Prin, Nay take away this {colding Crooke-backe rather, 
Eaw. Peace wilfull boy, or I will tame your tongue. 
Cle, Vntutor'd Lad, thou art too malapart. 
Prin, I know my duty, you are all vndurifull. 
Laſciuious Edward, and thou periur'd George, 
And thou miſhapen Dicke, I tell you all 
I am your better, Traitors as you be. 
Edw. Take that, thou likeneſſe of this railer here, Stabs hin, 
Qs. Oh kill me too, 


Glo. Marry and ſhall, 
Ed, Hold Richard hold, for we haue done too much alreadic, 


Glo. Why ſhould ſheliue to fill the world with words? 
Ed, What doth ſhe ſwound ? 

Make mecanes for her recouery. 
Glo, Clarence, excuſe me to the King my brother, 

I muſt to London on a ſerious matter, 

Ere you come there, you ſhall heare more newes. 


Cla. About what, prerhee tell me? 


Glo. The Tower man, the Tower : Ile roote them our, 


Qs. Ah Ned, ſpeake to thy Mother boy: 
Ah, thou canſt not ſpeake. 
Traitors, Tyrants, bloody Homicides, 
They that ftab'd Ca/ar ſhed no blood atall, 
For he was a man; this, in reſpeRt a childe, 
And men nere ſpend their fury on a childe, 
What's worſe then Tyrant that ] may not name? y 
OU 


Qs 


Sa ” + 


Thecontentiongf the two famons Houſes, 
You haue no children diuels,if you had, 
The thought of chem would chen haue topt your rage, 
Burt if you ener hope to haue a ſonne, 
Lookein his yourhto kaue him ſo cur off, 
Astraitors you haue done this fweet young Prince, 
Edw. Away,and bearc her hence. 
O weene.Nay nere beare me hence,diſpatch. 
Me heere, heere ſheathethy ſword, | | 
He pardon thes my death, Wilt thou nor & 
Then Clarenregdothou doit, | 
{la.By:heauen I would not do tbee ſo much caſe. 
weene. Good (Jarence do, ſweet Clarence kill me too, 
Cla.Didſt thounortheare meſweare I would nor do it ? 
Oween,1,but thou yieſt'to farſweare thy ſelfe, 
Twas finne before, but now tis charity. - ' 
Where's the diuels butcher,hard-fauoured Richard, 
Ricberd where art thou ? He is nothere, 
Murder is his almes-deed, 
Petitioners for bloodghee'l nerepur backe.. 
Edw. Away I ſay,and take her hence perforce, 
9u.So come to you and 'yours,as to this Prince, Exit. 
Edw.Clarence,whether is Gloſter gone ? 
Cla.Marry my Lord to London,and as I gueſſe, 
To make a bloody ſupper in the Tower. .. 
Edw,He is ſudden if a thing come in his head, 
Well,diſcharge the common ſoldiors with pay 
and rhanks,and now lets toward London, 
To ſee our gentle, Queene how ſhe doth fare, 
Fer by this 1 hope ſhe hath a ſonne for vs, Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Gloſter to King Henry iu the Tower, - 
Glo.Good day my Lord. What at your booke fo hard ? 
Hen,l my good Lord Lord I ſhould fay rather,. 

Tis finne to flatter, good was little betrer, | 
GoodGloſter,and good Diuell, were all alike, 
What ſcene of ha hath Roſixe now to ace 2 

Glo Suſpitionalwaies haunts a guilty minde. 


 -- of Torkedpa LantdHey, 
He,The bird once limde,doth feare the fatall buſh , 
AndI the haplefle maile to one poote bird, 
Haue now the fatall obieRtin mine eie, 
Where my poore young was limde, was catight and kild, 
Glo,Why,what a foole was that of Creete? 
That _ his ſoune the office of a bird, 
Andyert for all that the poore Fowle was drownd. 
Hen. Dedains,my poore ſonne [carm, 
Thy father Afinos that denide our courſe, 
Thy brother Eaward,che ſunne that ſearde his wings, | 
And thou the enuieſt gulfe thar ſwallowed him, 
Oh better can my breaſtabide thy daggers point, 
Then can mine cares that tragicke hiſtory, 
Glo.Why doſt thou thinke I am an executioner ? 
Hen. A perſecutor I am ſure thou art, 
And if murdering innocents be executions, 
Then I know thou art an executioner. 
Glo, Thy ſonne I kild for his preſumprion; 
Hen.Hadſt thou binkild when firft rhou didſt preſume, 
Thou hadſt nor liude to kill a fonne of mine, 
And thus I prophefieof thee; 
That many a widow for her husbands death, 
And many an infants water ſtanding ee, 
Widowes for their husbands;children for their fathers, 
Shall curſe the time that euer thou wert borne, 
The Owle ſhtikr atthy birth,an euill figne, 
Thenight Crow cride,aboding lucklefle tune, 
Dogs howld, and hideous tempefts fhobke downe trees, 
The Rauen rookt her on the Chimiiies top; 
And chattering Pies in diſmall diſcord ſung, 
Thy mother felt more then # mothers paine, 
And yet brought forth leſſe then a mothers hope, 
To wit : an vndigeſt created'lumpe,; 
Not like the fruite of ſath x/poodly rec; 
Teeth hadſt thou in thy head when theu waſt borne; 
To ignifie thou cam'ſt to bite the world, 


Andifthe reſt be true that I haue heard, 
| Q 3 Thow-.: 


The contention of che two famulie Houſes, 
Thou cam'ſt into the world: 
Glo, Die prophet inthyſpeech,ile heare no more, 

For this amoneſt the reſt was Lordann'd; |. 

Her, 1, and for much more flagughterafterthis. © - 
O God forgive my finnes, andpardonthee,' -  '* Hegyer, 

Glo. What ? will the aſpiring blood of Lancaſter 
Sinke into the ground? | had thought it would haue mounted, 
Sec how my ſword weepes for the poore Kings death. 
Now may ſuch purple teares alwayes be ſhed, + 
For ſuch as ſeeke the- downfall of our houſe.” Stab him agen, 
Dowae, downeto hell, and fay I ſent thee thither - 
I, that hauec neither pitty, loue, nor feare, 
Indeede twas true that Henry told me of, 
For | haue often heard wy mother lay, / 
I came into the world with my legges forward. 
And had I not reaſon thinke,you;to make haſt, 
And ſecke their ruines that yſurp'd our rights ? 
The women weeping, and ze Midwife crying, 
O leſus bleſſe. vs; he is-bornewith zeeth+ 
And ſo I was indeede, Which plaiply:fignified, 
That I ſhould ſnarle and bite, and play the Dogge. 
Then, fince heauen hath made my body fo, 
Let hell make crook'd my.minde to cr/it, 
] had no Father, I am likeno Father ;'.;:- // 
I have no brothers, I amlike no brothers; 
And this word Loxe, which gray-beards terme Diuine, 
Be reſident in men like one another, 
Andnot iame, lam my ſclfe alone, ,; - 
(larence beware, thou keptſt me from the light, 
Bur 1 willſort a pitchy day for thee: 
For I will buz abroad ſuch Propheſies, 
Vader pretence of outward ſeeming ill,,; | 
As Edward ſhall be fearefull ofhis fie, - 1:5 7 
And thento purge his feare, Ile bethy death. . : 
= Henry, and thePrince his ſonne are gone, 
And Clarence thou art next muſt follow them, 
So by one and one diſpatching allthe reſt, - 


Stabs him 


of Yorke and LantaFery, 


Countin _ but bad till I be beſt, 


Jle drag thy body in another roome, 
And triumph Ferry inthy day of doome, Exit, 


Enter King Edward, Q ueene Elizabeth, and a Nurſe with the Joung 
Prince,and ( larence,Gloſter, Haftings,and others, 


Edw.Once more wefitinEnglands throne, 
Repurchaſt with the blood of enemies, 
What valiant foemen like to Antamnes corne, 
Haue we mow'd downe in tops of all their pride ? 
Three Dukes of Somerſet, three-fold renownd 
For hardy and vndoubted Champions, | 
Two Cliftords,as the father and the ſonne, 
And two Northumberlands,two brauer men 
Nere ſpurd their Courſbrs at the trumpets ſound, 
With them the two rough Beares, Warwicke and CMortagne, 
That in their chaines fettered the Kingly Lion, 
And made the Forreſt tremble when they roard, 
Thus have we ſwept ſuſpition from our ſeat, 
And made our foutftoole of ſecurity, 
Come hither Beſſe,and let me kiſſe my boy, 
Young Ned, for thee,thine Vnckles and my ſelfe, 
Haue in our armours watcht the winters night, 
Marcht all afoot, in ſummers ſcalding heate, 
That thou might repoſleſſe the crowne in peace, 
And of our labours thou ſhalt reape the gaine. 
Glo.lle blaſt his harueſt,if your head were laid, 
For yet I am not lookt on in the world, | 
This ſhoulder was ordaind ſo thicke to heaue, 
And heaue it ſhall ſome weight,or breake my backe, 
Worke thou the way, and thou ſhalt execute, 
Edw. Brothers of Clarence and of Gloſter, 
Pray loue my louely Queene, 
And kifſe your Princely Nephew, both, 
Cla, The duty that I owe vnto your Maietty, 


I ſeale ypon the roſiate lips of this ſweete Babe, a 


4 


. - The contentimn af the tmofurmens Houſes, 
' Ougene, Thankes noble Clmence,wortliy brother thankes. 
Glo, And that I loue the fruize from whence thou ſprangſt, 
Wizneſſe the louing kife I giuethechilde. 
To lay the truth, ſo [udas kift his maſter, 
And lo hecride all baile; and meanc all harme. 
Edw.Naw am I ſeated as my ſoule delights, 
 C1la,What will your grace haue done with CMargaret ? 
PReynard her father, tothe King of France 
Hath pawnd the Cicels and Jeruſalem, 
And hither haue they ſent it for aranſome. 
Edw, Away with her,and'waft her henceto France, 
Andnow what reſfis,but.rhat we ſpend the time, 
With ſtately triumphs and mirthfull comicke ſhewes, 
Such as befics the pleaſures of the Court. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, farwell to ſowre annoy, 
For heere I hope begins our laſting ioy. 
- | Exennt ones, 


FINIS. 
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